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A Quic� GuiCe to all tne Science Fiction Plots Ever 
Have you ever watched a Space 
Opera and wondered when they were 
going to start singing? Of course you 
did. And you thought Dune was a big 
thing made of sand. down at the 
beach, didn't you ? Well, those days 
of Ignorance are over. 
Accqrding to the Argon Chronicles, all Science Fiction stories are 
elaborations of 30 basic themes, reproduced here courtesy of En­
cyclopaedia lntergalactica. These plots encompass all stories from Star 
Wars to King Kong, from the Book of Mormon to Humpty Zumpty: they 
leave no tome unturned. 
You too can mystify your friends with your Asimov-like erud.ition as you 
sip your Pan Galactic Gargle Blaster in downtown Smegmax1a. You don't 
believe us? Come out of the airlock and say that. 
Aliens invade earth from ou.ter 
space and like it, so they stay. 
A ftimsy plot device makes a lot of 
dinosaurs appear. Their movements 
are jerlcy and they knock over ihe -
model trees. A scientist who has just invented a 
matter transporting machine is 
about to operate it when a fly en­
ters the capsule. He kills the fly. 
A scientist wants to create a new life An evil force, led by a malevolent 
form. It fails. He reinvents Brian figure in black, has taken over the 
A mysterious stranger comes to 
town. Nobody knows his name. H� 
leaves and everybody forgets 
about him. Except me. 
Your toothbrush doesn't fit in your 
mouth anymore. You can sleep in one 
of your shoes. The cat eats you. You' re 
in Disneyland. Stop taking the tablets. 
Six astronauts and a teacher are 
to be sent into space in a cap· 
sule. It blows up before they get 
there. 
In the year 1992, a woman is being 
watched everywhere she goes. In an 
act of defiance, she scratches a mes­
sage onto a brick. 
An army of mechanical men/women 
are under the control of a small fish. 
They think this is OK. 
Wilton sets his time machine for 
the future. It isn't there. 
· 
On a strange planet a mad scientist 
and his beautiful daughter eke out an 
existence. You arrive and they won't 
let you in. Everything blows up. 
You go to the Future . There is a 
monorail in Sydney. It's terrific. Just 
like 8/aderunner. Everybody loves it. 
A strange object mystifies 
everybody in a small country town. 
Suddenly it bakes a pumpkin 
scone. 
There is a summit of the world's 
eminent scientists in UN 
Headquarters, New Yorlc. The leading 
Japanese scientist in the world addres­
ses them at 6 o'clock. 
There is a summit of the world's 
monsters, all of them - Godzilla, 
Mothra, Gidra,. Megalon and the rest 
of the gang. They all wag their tails 
and gesticulate wildly. 
The scientists and the monsters paint a 
very large line dowp the middle of 
Tokyo. Godzilla inadvertantly steps 
over it. Then they kill each other. 
Cahill. galaxy. Nobody minds. 
Representatives of a race of 
aliens suddenly become visible 
in positions of prominence. 
They have names like Barrie 
Unsworth, Alan Bond, Sallyann 
Atkinson, David Hill and Nev 
Warburton. They want to inter­
fere with us. Legislation arrives 
too late. 
People start disappearing, one by . 
one. The heroine will be next. 
The entire science class accidentally 
go back in time. They discover that the 
dinosaurs were just time-sharing 
planets on a really long term basis. 
An odd mixture of people deliberately 
go deep into the ground in a gigantic 
boring machine. There are lots of 
squishy things down there with no 
suntans. It's darlc. It's boring. 
Sallyann Atkinson arrives from 
outer space. She takes over a 
small town without a fight. 
There is nuclear holocaust. Only three 
people survive. 
I. You, your mother and your little 
brother. 
• 
2. You, Dr Mengele and an un­
trained anaesthetist. 
3. You, Greg Evans and Tony Bar-
. ber. 
4. Fred Nile, Mary Whitehouse and 
a piece of liver. 
5. You, and two attractive people 
with AIDS. 
6. You, your baby and Lindy 
Chamberlain. 
There is a total nuclear exchange. 
Everybody gets receipts. 
A small boy finds a friendly 
alien. It gives him herpes. 
Aliens come from outer space to take 
over the earth. They set up a subver­
sive magazine called the Cane Toad 
Times. One person discovers the plot 
and is just about to tell the world, 
when ... aarrggghhhhhhhhhhh!!!!! 
The radar men from the moon have 
been watching our television 
broadcasts for some time. They are 
appalled and leave the galaxy. 
A malevolent villain destroy s all the 
knowledge of the universe. Things 
get better from then on. 
�3 
"Write about what you know." I hear this 
· advice in my ears as I start to write. 
But then I thought it might be too subtle for CIT 
readers. So then I thought I'd do a family story. You 
know - write about what you know. It went like this -
t "' 
"But what do I know?" I ask myself 
searchingly in a fit of Sunday night 
introspection before the movies start. "It's 
alright for people like Lillian Hellman - she 
did things." Maybe if I had a lotig standing 
friendship with someone like Dash 
Hammett, or maybe if I travelled, or maybe 
if I knew some ,interesting people, or maybe 
if ... or maybe ... Excuses. I got a million of 
first book when they were older than I am now. As 
you can see, this requires vigilant revision to ensure 
that I'm still in there with a chance. "Acquiring life 
skills and experiences" I tell myself "Research for 
future works. Waiting for the Divine Hand to 
intervene and give me the nudge." 
I don't do much writing these days ... not 
surprisingly. It's a pity - I had this great idea for a 
Sci-Fi story for this issue. It was all about a society 
where beauty and intelligence were reversed. There 
My unassuming birth took the family over the nuclear 
limit. My two brothers were like strangers to me, my 
parents seemed unfamiliar. Looking back, I remember 
nothing. 
Aren't you lucky? 
were B.Q.s (Beauty Quotients) to indicate a child's See what I mean- once again my reliably perverse 
future success, and Ms Intelligence contests that were alter-ego has stepped in and finished the story before· 
frowned on by right thinking people. I even got past the first paragraph! I think I'll call him 'em. . Algonquin, it sounds literary. An other self needs a 
"So just wri�e �omething" I sar to myself, "and don't "And what do you do MsNorthern State?" name (like� man n�eds a maid and �e seven�ies be so pathetic. Fortunately I hve on my own and so " , . . . . need forgettmg ... ). 'So, my depressmg negative 
_ no::one has to_ witness �e perfonnaoce of Ashleigh - WelL 1 �e JUSt comf!leted my Ph. JL)n �th�ma.!Jcs _ Algitt, what !lll!$t�rpieces are you going to prev_ent me _ 
being united with pen and paper. It"s like when two and pub!tshed � re�tew pal!er on :a�s, sadtsts. and 1 from writing this time? Algie? You're just jealous." (I 
kids have a fight and neither wants to be the first to acaqemt�. I enjoy mfe:enttal st�tlstt_cs, ge�,ettc had to put that in so you could imagine Algie being apologise. engmeenng, and helpmg spastic chtldren. green- they say it's not easy). "Algie?" He's gone ... ---
My alter ego always has a few tricks to halt progress. Its newest one is, toH;ards the end of 
the first page it produces an absolutely dead good finishing sentence. Insurmountable. 
You just can't continue. 
"Well, I'll sit down with you ... but I'm not promising 
I'm going to write anything." 
"Hey, that's okay ... I'll just stand over here with the 
other stationery ... don't mean nothing." 
So finally, after as much procrastination, missed 
deadlines and the accompanying guilt and shame as 
can be tolerated I settle down to write - "Hey, it's no 
big deal, just words on paper." Of course my alter 
ego ahyays has a few tricks to halt progress. Its 
newest one is, towards the end of the first page it 
produces an absolutely dead good finishing sentence. 
Insurmountable. You just can't continue. So there I 
am with a story that hasn't even started- ended. Why 
can't I have Dorothy Parker as my alter-ego? Why do 
I have to have a freudian neurotic afraid of its own 
shadow? Instead of sitting on my right shoulder 
whispering encouragement and urging me on to my 
first "best novel written in the English language by an 
Australian woman who converses with her pens" it 
nags me like an overprotective parent. 
"Now dear,·don't fret so. Maybe you weren't meant 
to be a writer. It's not that important anyway. Just so 
long as you're happy." (If only!) Having conversed 
with my other self on this topic often, we now both 
agree that it is very defeatist. 
"Dare to struggle, dare to win! Bite the bullet, taste 
the blood. Go out there and show 'em what you're 
made of, you can do it! We can get a bam on a 
backlot somewhere and put on a show they'll never 
forget!" 
This initial enthusiasm is fleeting and so delusionary 
that even I can see through it. Then comes the 
crippling depression (well, inactivity anyway) and 
hours of mindless television. Can't read a book­
don't want to be reminded of my failure. As this 
predictable wave-like cycle progresses and I find 
myself coming up from a low, if the timing is right, 
I'm able to scratch a few lines before the euphoria of 
actually sitting and writing takes hold and I'm swept 
away in a self-congratulatory raft, overambition 
rapids and dream falls. (Can you believe she's writing 
this stuff?! When does the story begin!!) 
Now what am I going to do for an excuse? Look I'm 
feeling a bit tired. I think I'll have an early night and 
then start in fresh, first thing in the morning ... Then, 
of course, there's always the vacuuming. 
ASHLEIGH MERRITT 
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w My favourite excuse is age. Every year or so I go 
through my library to find an author who wrote their L---------------------------------------------� 0 
Ken, this shot of you by the sewage 
·recycling works I thought rather 
dramatic. Love the imperial uniform. 
The neighbour's kids. I can't 
place that girl with the 
deformed feet, but the scene's 
delightfully reminiscent of 
our long strolls through the 
Clyde Valley. 
Your three boys, the little darlings. The 
sun's making them grow big now! 
Les and Sydney's two lads, Isaac anti 
Isaac. Such brave boys. You'd never 
guess how cold it was that day to look 
at them. 
And Eustace's sister Elizabeth Jane. 
She' ll grow out of that tomboy phase! 
A shot of the kids, the 3 lads, with Isaac and Isaac. The 
two twerps from the Reformatory I don't know, but they 
seemed likely lads. Nice brick wall. They were all shot, 
as I remember, right after this. Yes, I thought them a fine 
bunch of 15 year olds. 
Hasn't Eustace developed strong 
teeth! This shot taken outside your 
bunker just prior to Chernobyl. Those 
were the days! 
All of us sporting and cavorting in the 
park(Pity Deidrie had her periods). 
-
And finally here's one with Beth- everyone 
really. Beth seems to have her hands on a 
knee or something. Anyway a lovely shot -
weren't we all so glad to be out of those 
shelters at last. 
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THE HARD WORD� 
It was a dangerous 
assignment ... 
The air was a thick 
cocktaiL. 
Well, he cut through 
conversations like a 
knife-
"A laughable preposition!" 
he sneered . 
and I left him for 
the cops-
I was after some Big Talk 
who'd been throwing his 
weight around ... 
of cliche and overloaded 
exclamation marks ... 
phrases thrown 
everywhere; words left 
hanging mid-sentence. 
He forgot the joke 
when I t ossed him 
the Bad News. 
blabbering and b�n in 
a pool of punctuation 
marks! 
' 
and here I was-
rubbing shoulders with 
Pretension in some uptown 
Speak-easy. 
and there he was-
sliding int o the joint 
with a chorus of 
adjectival hangers-on! 
I could see the syntax was 
getting pretty untidy 
so I pulled a trusty prefix 
from my jacket. 
My prefix showed him 
a few priorities ... 
A stiff sentence should 
keep }tim out of trouble 
for quite some time. 
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y embryonic being was 
constituted as a wart 
discovered by my 
father under his left 
shoulder blade while 
he was shaving his 
back. The implications of this tiny growth 
were horrifying to my father who had, all his 
life, been blemish free. My mother, whose 
spores, mistaken by her for dandruff and 
disdainfully brushed from her shoulders 
onto my father passing by, experienced no 
anxiety. This was as close to physical 
contact my parents ever came because these 
were the paranoic times when Herpes 711, 
Aid-hep, Hep-aid, deadly scabies and killer 
crabs ruled the reproductive airways. 
I was named Six-pack after my tendency to lurch 
abo�t suddenly grabbing people by the shoulder and 
slurring- "don' I no ewe" very close to their faces. 
And for my stinking breath. People didn't enjoy 
watching me eat either. 
Because of the circumstances surrounding my 
conception, I was disadvantaged from the start. Most 
of the social status available at the time was being 
used up by clones ot ancient shoe manufacturers, as a 
result of their ability to cater to the unbelievable shoe 
fetish exhibited at every level of society. My parents 
did little to cover my disreputable origins but 
constantly drew attention to my existence by 
bouncing me off the corrugated iron walls of our 
dwelling, for which they received numerous 
�ummons' for disrupting the peace, and several spots 
on Willesee. 
I promised myself I would repay my parents for their 
selfless devotion to my upbringing. I was determined 
to succeed, to become a shining star in an ever­
expanding universe, to go to the top of the salt-mine. 
I would divert whatever glory and recognition that 
came to me to them that begot me. 
My family was totally ashamed of me of course. 
There had not been any sexual reproduction in our 
tree since the end of the last big-bang. We had 
carefully assimilated into our clan various of the 
higher order kitchen appliances and some from the 
garden shed. Some models were more popular than 
others for propagating purposes and some were 
. deemed functionally redundant in the fourth post­
holocaust purge. Now there was a purge - when all is 
dust and rubble, it takes a truly anal imagination to 
embark on an electro-biological purge. 
But to their credit they never spoke to me of my 
social disadvantages. In fact they never spoke to me 
at all. For the first ten years I was referred to as "the 
mess on the carpet". I assumed they were merely 
allowing me to develop naturally without mechanical, 
medical, or personal interference. I read a lot of 
literature on the subject and was especially interested 
in texts which supported such a method of rearing a 
mess on the carpet. The method demands that 
whoever notices the mess first must clean it up. 
Therefore in my tenth year after my appearance as a 
wart, when Grandmother Garlic-press (barely an 
appliance, I might point out) descended upon us from 
the mezzanine, and stepped in me, there was no 
longer denying my being - I was all over her shoe. 
This endeared me to Grandmother Garlic-press and 
her to me. However as much as she was to mean to 
me, she had in her careless and stumbling manner 
(not to mention her size ten Pyrenees scalers 
completely reupholstered and retreaded) destroyed 
my favourite feature - my smile. And with it any 
traces of generosity, good nature, sense of humour, 
sense of farce, sense of irony, sense of the absurd, 
sense of reality. And in her own perverse way secured 
my success as a salt-mine tycoon. 
The necessary paper-work was done and I was 
quickly adopted out to a kindly horse-flogger. 
The horse-flogger regarded me and I regarded the 
horse-flogger. I proposed an educational program for 
myself. He turned briefly to break the fore-paws of a 
bush wallaby, and suggested I consider 
hermaphroditism as a prerequisite to further study. 
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That's when the whirring in my head began. At first I 
thought it was one of the voices I'd been hearing all 
my life imitating a whipper-snipper - sometimes 
these voices would imitate Chinese fish markets, and 
other times Daintree tree frogs giving birth. But this 
was different. It really was a whipper-snipper. A tiny 
one growing on the inside of my skull. Spontaneously 
budded, unasked for, unwanted. Having suffered the 
humiliation of zygotism, my cells were rebelling, 
turning the biological tide and turning into lawn 
trimmers. There was no way of terminating the 
process. 
There was not much time left. Cylinders sprouted in 
and around a failing liver. Somebody died and left me 
a lot of shares in a salt-mine. Shock-absorbers 
developed near my axle. I bought out all the other 
share holders and blew up all the other salt-mines. I 
bought myself a set of fluffy dice. One day I woke 
up. I was a rider-mower and leaking oil badly. 
PHILIPPA HALL 
So you think your family is unique. Huh! 
Everyone's got one, and what's more they 
are all the same. This can be demonstated by 
several methods. 
1. Closing your eyes at another persons relo's 
funeral. All family anecedotes are the same, 
only the names have been changed. 
2. Remembering how bored shitless you were 
when you ·looked through your 
girlfriend's/boyfriend's photo album. 
The precious memories of their·Loved Ones, 
harboured as unique, are common issue stan­
dards, and it's about time those discussing 
relatives at dinner parties recognised this. ln­
deeed, a student of Mendel investigating 
heredity in beans found a series of chromosones 
science has found no reason for existing other 
than harbouring the same set of anecdotes 
about growing up. 
Thrs then is a guide to the family memories you 
should have. Don't worry if you can't remember 
individual cases. Pick the elements from others 
and adjust to your own backyard to create the in­
teresting heritage you never had. 
Connoisseurs may see related articles Why I know I 
am Adopted and Urban Myths (CIT Issue 4). 
Family memories you 
should have. 
Swinging 
a. On the Rills Hoist 
b. On the Light fitting 
c. At the Terminus. 
Taking your Clothes off 
a. in Cubby House with the Boy/Girl down the Road 
b. at a dinner party 
c. for 50c/an Alpine a time 
The Runaway 
a. sibling 
b. cat 
c. Everybody but you 
An Urban Myt� 
for Parents 
The Cane Toad explored the phenomenon of 
Urban Myths in our Food and Corruption Is· 
sue. Since then the guru of Urban Myths, Jan 
Harold Brunvand, has brought out a new 
compendium of the little blighters and the 
Sydney Morning Herald's Stay in Touch 
column has also unearthed new and exciting 
Nee-truths, Australian style. 
Your Toad correspondents are always tuned to 
the public consciousness, filtering out Urban 
Myths from the background noise. The following 
story was told to a Toadie in the local pub, by an 
ernest young man in all seriousness. The 
giveaway is that it is too neat and apt a moral 
tale to be true. He stills claims that the story is 
absolute fact. 
· 
I'LL -ross You 
. FOf< WE DoG, SoN 
Thinking you were Pregnant 
a. from Kissing 
b. from the Boy /Girl down the Road 
c. from a relative 
Leaving School 
a. on the first day. 
b. regularly w�hout explanation 
c. following the strange disappearance of an ancilliary 
staff member. 
Setting Fire to 
a. the backyard 
b. the.junk from under the house. 
c. little sister/brother 
The Ekka 
a. Getting lost and throwing up over the nice 
policewoman 
b. having your foot broken by a prize bull 
c. setting up your own stall 
Irs a big vvorld arter all 
An Australian couple went to Disneyland with 
their two small children. They put the older child 
on a ride by itself, then went to the end of the 
ride to collect it. However, the child was not on 
the ride. It had disappeared. 
They asked a kind American couple to look after 
the younger child while they went off to look for 
the older one. After an extensive search, they 
were unable to locate the older child. They 
returned. to collect the younger child, but the 
American couple had vanished with the child. 
Neither child was ever found. The couple live 
today on the outskirts of Los Angeles, vainly 
hoping to one day find their missing children. 
As we read it, the lessons are: 
• Don't go to Disneyland 
• Don't trust Americans 
• Never leave your child alone for a moment 
Tlle Big Fight 
a. When Mum burnt Dad's tea 
b. When Mum and Dad got the divorce 
c. When Mum got brain damage and Dad 15 to 20 
years. 
The Sex Talk 
a. At the Memorial Hall 
b.At Home 
c. By surprise 
d. Practical. 
Losing Your Teeth 
a. By nature 
b. By violence. 
c. By forgetfulness 
d. In Exchange for Cash 
You must remember this 
Missing out on the Last Spicy Fruit Roll 
The First Time You Came Home Drunk 
The Christmas Day the Hi Fi Blew up 
Leaving One Thong on Bribie Island 
T he Day the Dog Ate Your School Project. 
Learning the Sunlander Route/ East Coast 
Rivers. 
Forgetting the Sunlander Route/ East Coast 
Rivers 
Inspecting Brother's New Girlfriend 
Spying on Brother's New Girlfriend 
Cat Having Kittens. Father flushing kittens 
Down Toilet. 
The Ambition ·Astronaut, Airhostess 
The Day the Bird Flew into the House 
When Dad Found Brother was a Junkie/Gay. 
The Day Dad Came Out of the Closet. 
The Pop Star Obsession 
The birthday party that no one came to. 
The (now embarrassing) first record pur­
chase 
Pimples 
The Time I Got in Trouble and Didn't Really 
Do it 
• A bird in the hand is worth two in the bush Memories of Sibling 
The Cane Toad Times doesn't necessarily Cruelty 
subscribe to these lessons, but what a good .Tying Sister to the Light Fitting 
story. Throwing the Big Rock at Brothers Head. 
If you hear any good Urban Myths, please send Tickled until I Cried 
them to Modern Proverbs, C/· Cane Toad Being forced to Watch Dr. Who and GTK by 
Times, P.O. Box 321, Woollongabba 4102. Big Brother. 
ANNE JONES 
Turning the television off in the last five 
minutes of Gigantor/Astroboy/Kimba. 
CHUCK ZAMPIERI 
PART IV. FROM THE FRYPAN TO THE TAIPAN. ©1986 
THE. SECONDS TICK BY . 
LIKE HOURS . • •  
AND SO KILLER GREELY IS TAKEN 
BACK TO DEATH ROW 
• • •  
{)10 A DEAL, 
01/) YA, 
GAEELY r 
EVEN IN DEATH .. 
. •• I'M A 
£R • • •  A BOUT THA 
TEN 8tJCI(5 I OWE 
YOU, GREELV/ 
KILLER GREELY FINOS IT 
TO BE AN UNCOMfORTABLE 
AND UNPLEASANT EXPERJ£NC£ 
SITTING IN THE CHAIR ... 
I'LL GIVE IT TO 
YOU NEXT WEEK, 
HONEST! 
C!-IECK ALL 
WIRING! 
. . •  FUNNY HOW THE LONG, ENDLESS 
MARCH TO THE CHAIR IS ONLY A STONE'S 
THROW ON THE WAY BACK. 
BUT FOR KILLER GREELY 
THERE 15 NO RELIEF FROM 
THE VICTIM/SAT/ON THAT HA'S 
BECOME HIS WAY OF. LIFE. 
NO FELLAS� 
HONEST! 
I WAS 
READY/ 
... THE CHAIR. 
WAS N(JTHIN •.• 
COMPARED 
�9 
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Following the unprecedented successes of '85 
CONWAY CHRIST REDNECK SUPERSTAR 
and PAISLEY PIRATES OF PENZANCE 
TOADSHOW 
i:n. associatio:n. with 
LABAMBA 
prese:n.ts 
Royal Bardon Community Theatre For Youth's 
HOUND OFMUSIC 
A horrible comedy 
Boffo Austro-Goth comedy yuks into Princess!!!! 
Move over Julie Andrews, Maria is back ...... and this time flesh is one of her favourite things. 
Bay along as the hills come alive to the Sound of the Hound. The big beat of twenty-piece band THE 
WILD NUNS electrifies this heart-wrenching tale of an Austrian family's struggle with reality and the 
Anschluss. 
. 
Remember CONWAY? Crowds were thick around the box office long after the last ticket had been 
scalped. Don't be thick this time. Book now for the mega-event of 1986. 
HOUND OF MUSIC 
A horrible comedy. 
THE BAND IS BIG, BAD AND HOT!! 
HEAR 20 Groove hounds howl through over 15 Monster Hits. 
THE CAST IS BIG, BAD AND COOKING!! 
SEE 90 Nazi/Nun/Knuckles sweat it out under the bright lights. 
THE SHOW IS BIG BAD AND SIZZLING!! 
TASTE 5 cc 's of pure adrenalin coursing through terrified veins. 
THE SCRIPT IS BIG, BAD AND OVER-HEATED!! 
COMPREHEND 400 Big laughs galvanised into life on stage before your eyes. 
"HOUNDS" Will tug at your heart 
... then rip it out 
Don't miss out this time! 
WARNING! Mail bookings close Nov. 14. 
''HOUNDS" will sell out. Avoid disappointment! Hundreds suffered, turned away from our last show. 
Mail bookings close on November 14, 
so no procrastinating now!! 
SIGNATURE ....................................... . Performance booking 
NAME ............................................. . 
POSTAL ADDRESS ................................. .. 
Choose the perforrnancds you want.tickets for and write the 
CONTACT PHONE NO ............................... . 
NUMBER OF TICKETS AT FULL PRICE OF $12.00 0 
NUMBER OF TICKETS AT CONCESSION PRICE $8.00 0 
c..au;,.ltllliloblljxl'2ZSIIIIrcribtn,FrllT .... Jiodaa,wSocilllS«ri,rrcipit.u.Proo{tf 
CO<tWSicro--b<prot/IJctJ..,... rrqwt. 
TOTAL NUMBER OF TICKETS 0 
TOTALPAYMENT .................................. . 
IENCLOSEPAYMENT TOTOADSHOW BY: 
0MAILORDER 
0CHEQUE 
IAUTIIORISEPAYMENT TOTOADSHOW BY: 
0BANKCARD 
-
0MASTERC ARD 
NUMBER .......................................... . 
EXPIRY D ATE ...................................... . 
SIGNATURE ....................................... . 
SEND THIS BOOKING W ITH YOUR PAYMENT TO : 
TOADSHOW 
P.O. Box 321, Woolloongabba, 4102. 
number of normal and concession tickets you need for that 
performance in the spaces provided. 
SPMTUESDAY SPM SATURDAY 
DECEMBER 16' DECEMBERZO 
Number of$12 tickets D Number of $12 tickets 
Number of $8 tickets D Number of$8 tickets 
SPM WEDNESDAY llPM SATURDAY 
DECEMBER 17 DECEMBERZO 
Number of$12 tickets D Number of $12 tickets 
Number of$8 tickets D Number of $8 tickets 
SPM THURSDAY SPMMONDAY 
DECEMBER 18 DECEMBER%2 
Number of $12 tickets D Number of$12 tickets 
Number of$8 tickets D Number of $8 tickets 
SPMFRIDAY SPMTUESDAY 
DECEMBER 19 DECEMBER%3 
Number of $12 tickets D Numberof$12 tickets 
Number of $8 tickets D Number of $8 tickets 
llPM FRIDAY SPM WEDNESDAY 
DECEMBER 19 DECEMBER:U 
Number of $12 tickets D Number of $12 tickets 
Number of $8 tickets D Number of $8 tickets 
TEN PERFORMANCES ONLY DECEMBER 16- 24 
PRINCESS THEATRE ANNERLEY 
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now 
I always knew I was adopted. One of my 
earliest memories is the feeling that I had 
accidentally come from some other, much 
more interesting place and that any time 
now the error in the records would be dis­
covered and I would be whisked away to a 
rather more scintillating plane of existence, 
or at least, a more lavish lifestyle. 
All my siblings felt they were adopted too, but I 
could assure them that, as I was the oldest, I had wit­
nessed the events leading up to their entry into this 
world: mum ballooning up to the size of a house, the 
late-night ambulance dashes, and dad's antics as he 
"wet the baby's head". If the rest of the kids were 
adopted then I knew for a fact that our parents had 
gone through an incredible charade to cover up where 
the little bastards had really come from. l had to ar­
gue them around but we all agreed that mum was 
much too sensible to go around with a watermelon up 
her dress for six months at a time. 
Mum was much too sensible to go around 
with a watermelon up her dress for six 
months at a time. 
But no reliable source had witnessed my a birth and 
so I could never be sure. It always seemed logical 
that if anyone was going to be adopted it would be 
me. My parents were good Catholics in an open-min­
dec!. sort of way, just the sort of bleeding hearts that 
would adopt a poor, little foundling. A lot of their 
friends and fellow parishoners had. 
I could see mum finding the little bundle of joy on the 
church steps after Legion of Mary hymn practise one 
cold grey Saturday night. She would undoubtedly 
take the babe to her own, already overpopulated 
home and wann it by the wood stove. Then she 
would decide that she must get married to give the 
little dumpling a life worth living and, hey presto, 
dad shows up to milk the cow, chop the wood and 
perform the other menial tasks that pass for courting 
• 
"Of cour�� 
I'm a�o�t��. 
Wool� t��J �av� �on� 
t�i� to t��ir own 
���� an� Dloo�Tl 
ritual in provincial Australia. Next thing he knows, he 
has said yes and is getting a quick nappy changing 
lesson. Hi dad! 
I could see mum finding the little bundle of 
. joy on the church steps after Legion of 
Mary hymn practise one cold grey 
Saturday night. c 
Which brings us the important issue of where did I 
come from if I was not of my mother born? In my 
early youth I always fancied the idea that I was of 
blue, if not down-right royal, blood and that some 
day I would end up with the castle that was rightfully 
mine. Perhaps, I thought, as I was being flogged to 
near-death by Sister Tarsisius in a hot, steamy, 
prefabricated class room in Moorooka, I was the 
really the son of Edward and Mrs Simpson and thus 
rightful heir to the throne, callously dumped to avoid 
embarrassment to those usurpers. 
Do you really kno� those people �ho say they're yo_ur 
parents? Ever thought to check out their story? No, huh? 
Sure it's easy to believe. Your mother sho�s you photos of 
the delivery and your father says he �itnessed the whole 
thing. But ho� can you ever kno� for sure? 
You've had your doubts, haven't you? In a recent Cane Toad Times Survey, only 25% of 
our contributors thought their parents. were really their parents, 45% said they had inc­
ontrovertible evidence of adoption and an amazing 29% claimed "invitro" ancestry. One 
even said she was the result of immaculate conception! Has family life come to this? These 
are their stories. 
WHY I KNEW I WAS 
ADOPTED 
Both my parents died before I was bom 
On my birthday I never got cards, but at the end of 
every financial year for some reason my parents 
gave me a birthday cake. 
My birth certificate had someone else's name on it. 
Often I didn't recognise my reflection. 
The postman calls me "son" . 
. Everyone in my house speaks Swahili except me. 
A band of roving gypsies know my name. , 
Though an only child and I had to wear hand me 
downs. 
The people at the orphanage seem very familiar. 
My parents names are Mr and Mrs Foster. 
Sister Teresa sends me a postcard on my birthday. 
I receive $100 a month from a foster family in 
Bangladesh. 
They wouldn't let parents like mine adopt somebody. 
My parents would never lie to me. 
I am the first in my family with an hereditary disease. 
There are no photos of me in the family album. 
The dingo said so. 
They're not my species. 
Nobody else on earth comes from the Andromeda 
galaxy. 
I'm the only one in my family to have failed my 
blood test. 
--J71�<"� ....t>uu:>N 'I �.e-r .. � 1..41<£ 
MtNG �o,pr �&CY. 
WHY I KNOW I'M A 
TEST TUBE BABY 
My ultrasound scan has an Edgell's packet in the 
background. 
Whenever I'm under stress I want to go back to the 
' tube. 
I was born with a meniscus. 
I have a receipt from the sperm bank. 
I hate the sound of breaking glass. 
I sleep in the test tube position. 
As a baby I was rocked to sleep in a centrifuge. 
I am Aryan. 
Nobody else on my block has two mums. 
E My brothers and sisters all have arms. 
:2 (/) 
� Emotional outlet (/) . .::i My brother convinced me that my parents found me 
Then a little later, equipped with a lot more 
republican zeal- and cosmological awareness, I 
decided that I must have come from another planet. 
Yes, though I looked like just another oppressed and 
inhibited Christian Brother's schoolboy who would. WHY I KNEW I WASN'T 
lift his hat to priests and women and spit at passing ADOPTED 
in a sewerage outlet. They felt really sorry for me and 
took me home and cared for me and they wouldn't 
tell me until my brother told me, the bastard My 
mother used to call me a cute German name, 
"schtopnazer", which I thought was "cute little nose", 
but which my brother explained to me was actually 
"sewerage outlet nose". I hated my brother. 
trains, I was in fact a craftily engineered piece of bio­
mechanics, cunningly placed in the very fabric of 
human society and at the intersection of incredibly 
important historical forces (Brisbane, right) by a 
power far beyond our puny comprehension, to do a 
very important, and maybe messy, job. 
Where else could these weird ideas be coming from?. 
Well I don't know and I'm still waiting for my real 
mum and dad to show up and claim me. When they 
do, I can tell you,I am more than willing to hand over 
the bunch of jerks that pass for the human race on 
this planet in return for safe conduct' out of here. 
STEPHEN STOCKWELL 
I had the same surname as my parents. 
All my relatives claimed they knew me. 
I lived in the same house as my parents. 
Nobody from social security ever came for me. 
I never heard mum say "Well she's not mine anyway" 
during arguments with my father. 
They were always there when I came back from the 
shop. 
They treated me really badly. 
I couldn't be that lucky. 
Regular revelation 
Kay has three teenage children. She tells me she uses 
it as a ploy all the time. When they have done some­
thing really bad, like when Libby gets another Satur­
day detention, she adopts the full soapbox presenta-
, tion ''The time has come, Libby, to explain you are 
not my blood. Your father and I never did this. You're · 
adopted." Libby works at McDonalds. Kay is a 
Toastmistress. 
�11 
z 
:; 
0 a: 
al 
al 
al w 
TATTLETALE� 
C�il��oo� 
Anec�ote� 
The toothbrush story 
I had a friend who cleans his teeth in the shower and he 
slipped on the soap and the toothbrush went through his 
cheek and he had to have ten stitches. 
Guilt story 
Me and my brother used to get up early and have a bath 
together and share the hot water. One day we got up early 
Child Labour 
When I had jobs to do, I used to tell my sister it was "Good 
Girls Day". We used to wear "Good Girls" uniforms and 
she did all the jobs. 
Oedipus Hervey 
When I was a difficult adolescent the family went on 
holidays to Hervey Bay. We played beachball on the beach. 
I kept throwing the ball really hard at my mother. 
The Sandwiches . 
My Dad owned a shop next to our house. One day when I 
had to take him some sandwiches I dropped them in the 
dirt. I put them back together and when Dad bit them he 
broke three teeth. 
The Wet Doll 
When I was little I had a Tearie Dearie doll. When you 
gave her a bottle she pissed. I made her piss on people in 
buses. 
and it was a pretty cold morning and he said he was cold so .. lliliill 
I filled to bowl up with hot water and proceeded to pour it 
over his head. Brother was badly burned over the forehead 
The Fire 
One day I tried to make a fire like Boney did on TV. It 
didn't work so I got some matches. The Fire Brigade came 
and we had to move out of our house while it got fixed. 
The Nutty Neighbour 
I used to have a neighbour and when he got he got drunk he 
thought he was a Nazi and he'd march up and down the 
pavement holding a broom and his mother would come out 
and drag him back inside while he yelled "Up Canterbury". 
Risky Bribie 
On Bribie Island for a week, we got eaten alive by 
mosquitoes. Mum knocked over the coil and nearly burnt 
the house down. 
Holiday corset terror 
I was sent away on holidays with a family of cousins I 
didn't know. They used to beat their children with the sup­
ports from my grandmother's corsets. I spent two weeks 
living in terror. 
and the face. For the rest of the day I hid under the bed be- ....... MIW.!;. i"'ttiiiMi.llii;[fll���rfiM�tii!'M •twMiiN��" 
casuse I thought I'd get in trouble. I didn't even eat my 
Weetbix. 
The Mad Dad 
We had a boy in our class whose father had been in an 
asylum. We used to pay him ten cents and he'd take us to 
look at his father. 
The Car Accident 
Everyday when we walked to the train station to go to 
school we used to walk along a very picturesque winding 
road along the river. One day Jeffrey, my neighbour was 
walking on the outside and got his elbow clipped by a taxi. 
He needed 16 stitches. He was my heartthrob. I was deeply 
upset about it. 
The Bed Spider 
One night my brother put a plastic spider in my sister's bed. 
My sister hated spiders. When she got into bed she dis­
covered the spider at the bottom of the bed and pulled her 
legs out so fast that she hit her teeth with her knees and left 
teeth marlcs in her knees. 
The Ugly Sister 
My little sister had a big, fat head, very small features and 
no hair at all till she was three years old. I thought she was 
so ugly I made Mum put a bonnet on her when she picked 
me up from school. 
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Did you have a pet? Did it die? Did you kill it? 
We had the pets. T hey died. We killed them! 
For years we have harboured these terrible secrets. But now the truth 
must be told. Yes, we did it! And we're a bit sorry. Honest. This is 
what happened. 
Silky s wim exploded in mid air. During hunger season, he would do it 
I wanted to see if the pedigree Sydney Silky pups could once a week. Greg wel).t on to play Rugby League. 
swim. So I put them in a 44 gallon drum of liquid manure. I Lap rats would pop their little heads down whenever they popped. My friend in Geebung had rats in her house. She'd feed up. My deaf grandmother woke up and rescued them. She them by pouring lemonade on the floor. revived them by putting them on their backs on the grass in 
the backyard and pumping their little front legs across their Monkey business I 
chests until they started breathing. They lived! Remember Sea Monkeys, those shrimps with people's faces 
Ninnies and pins that Richie Rich comics used to advertise. I sent away for 
All the pets owned by our family died in mysterious ways. them. In the ad, they had mummy, daddy and baby sea 
Once we wrapped a kitten in swaddling clothes. We found monkeys. When I got them, I couldn't tell the difference. 
it in the morning and wondered why it had gone stiff. There Toad horror III was a pin in the cloth which pierced its neck. When I was at boarding school, we used to take torches and 
Then the horse committed suicide. It jumped high into the golf clubs out onto the ovals at night. And, not me, but the 
air in order to break its own neck. Blood came out its nose. other boys used to drive and chip cane toads, then putt the 
It didn't mean to commit suicide, it was just trying to avoid pieces: 
the saddle and harness. · 
Toad horror I Kit ty dreamtime 
One night, I went out and killed 20 cane toads. I put them My friend Judy had a cat. It used to throw up on the couch 
in a big heap. In the morning they had all hopped away. all the time. She got a vet friend to help her inject it with 
Green Dream. It died. 
T he price of love 
My cousin Kathy, hugged a guinea pig to death. Prawn karma 
Cold fish It wasn't me, it was a friend, Lewis did it. He was keeping fish, but after the first passion of having a fish tank passed, This guy at school used to compulsively freeze gold fish in they tended to starve to death. He also had a prawn that 
ice cubes. He used to bring the ice cubes to school. He'd let lived in the bottom of the tank. As they got weaker the fish 
them melt for everyone to see. would swim more slowly and the prawn would start to 
Feral fear nibble away at their lower fins. Finally the fish would just 
I strangled a sparrow once because they aren't native birds disappear. Eventually the prawn ate all the fish. Then, the 
and I believed they were evil. It was the start of my heater broke and boiled the water in the tank. When w.e 
campaign. · discovered i� the prawn had turned orange. 
A box of snuff Toad horror IV 
Kids at school used to make little clay TV sets, with a piece Kids at school would tie two toads together with string. 
of glass as the screen. They'd put a meat ant inside. It They'd throw them over telegraph wires where they 
would run around for days until it died. flopped about until they died. 
Toad horror II . Death prayers 
It always happened at night. I didn't do i� but I was there. I had a praying mantis in a bottle, I never fed it. One day I 
Greg would get a cane toad, insert a penny hunger, light the gave it a young praying mantis for a friend. It ate it. I got so 
wick and throw it. He was an expert, the toad always angry I rolled and rolled the bottle around the yard. 
Toad horror V 
There was a guy who used to walk around at night, with his 
dog and a stick. He'd kill hundreds of cane toads. Next 
morning you'd have to dodge the carcasses on the way to 
school. People in Nudgee do things like that. 
Monkey business II 
When I secretly sent away for Sea Monkeys, nothing 
happened in. the water. No mummys, daddys, babies or 
anything. Just sludge on the bottom. I was really 
disappointed, but couldn't bring myself to throw away the 
jar. 
Toad horror VI 
We used to hunt cane toads. We haci guillotines and a rack 
built from Lego and various bits and pieces. We'd rack 
them till they died. 
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should have figured it'd be dark in 
here. And cold. But there's plenty of 
room or not enough. Seems a long 
time ago that we came here. By the 
infinite, I wish we were back at the 
good old Pan-Gastric Bar and grill. 
Maybe I am. But it isn't this dark there. 
Drinking and bragging. 
The simulators aren't here either. How they 
would simulate this place, I don't know. 
· 
I should blame Apollo for this. It's 
automatic to blame other people. Especially 
when they're short, fat and loud mouthed. 
Especially then. But what sort of egotists we 
must have been to think we could get away 
with this stunt. So easy to be stupid. 
The Space Wanderers were the greatest, or 
so we believed even though we didn't 
\ 
< 
wander far. Just cause we kept winning. 
Bloody machine was made to feed our egos 
and we fell for it. Being de-employed for 
twelve years helped us believe. 
There we were, Space warriors, but only in our minds 
(which reminds me, I wonder how our resident 
telepath, Rew-B, is going?). 
So off we trooped to this beleaguered little planet that 
kept having its vortex factory blown up by a bunch of 
thugs from the Black World. They worked for a rival 
outfit: Intergalactic. 
We fooled the bastards into paying us to protect them. 
We told them we'd heard of their problems. We had a 
moral obligation to help them, we said. 
We were just those sort of creatureS. Moral. Even if 
they didn't see through that garbage, the furry little 
things had nothing to lose. 
Bloody horrible place it was too. No wonder the runts 
drank so much, we thought But that wasn't the 
reason. 
We were greeted by their representative. The rest of 
them didn't want to see us. To them we were just a 
bunch of thugs. 
So much for their help. 
I can see us now. There we stood, just off the cruiser. 
The furry little runt looked us over. Rew-B didn't 
have any handle on their language so she couldn't 
read its mind. 
The stumpy firebrand, Apollo Mac. The two-headed 
one, E.N.Tropia (the "E" stood for one head, the "N" 
for the other, the body stood for itself). Dorothy 
"Dot" Maetricks, part he-woman, part mad-woman. 
Laes Arr, dense as a dwarf star and lightning with a 
quark gun. Han Zoff, the only possessor of a brain 
between the lot of us and still not quite able to get it 
working properly. Rew-B Lanz the wispy seer and 
telepath. And me, Rai-On. 
The rep gives us some more details of the situation. 
Seemed that the raiders had only hit the factory after 
it had started production of the vortices. 
The new factory had been started a couple of moons 
ago, the rep said. The planet had six moons. This 
didn't help at all. 
But after Dot and the rep had a bit of a confab, they 
decided we had three standard days to get ready. 
T here were two important details that news-hoi had failed to mention. These two bits of info certainly dampened my 
enthusiasm. First, the black world raiders 
were just that, black, or at least their ships 
were. This meant that they could only be 
seen up against a light background. Such 
things were hard to find in space. We figured 
that they would hit on the darkest night. This 
probably gave us another day to prepare. But 
we couldn't take chances. 
The second bit of information was that the raiders 
tended to attack en masse. I enquired as to their mass. 
Dot and the rep consulted. They told me that this was 
somewhere around a thousand. 
I less than politely enquired as to how seven of us 
could do any good against them. I suggested a 
tactical running away. I could see a couple of us were 
of a like mind. 
It was than that Han, inventor and mild genius, 
informed us of his latest invention: the time 
regurgitator. He was keen to test the thing and this 
seemed the perfect time and place. 
The invention would reproduce bits of space-time 
like us in the past. Dot gave him the nod and he set 
off to build the thing. 
The next day the thing was finished. In the meantime 
we had built bunkers to shield us while we fired into 
the attackers. They were made of some hard stuff the 
locals gave us. We didn't ask where it came from. It 
smelt a little. 
When Han's machine was finished the gunners 
amongst us (me, Dot, Apollo and Laes) began to get 
regurgitated. It was slow going. The machine took 
awhile to find the particles we used to be. 
After the second day there were fifty of each of us. 
Looking at yourself looking at yourself is weird. 
On the third day, we began to get some sort of battle 
plan together. Heddy took control of that meeting. It 
seemed that one of her heads had studied space-battle 
tactics at the University of the Universe (good old 
double-U as most of the people who escaped from 
there didn't like to call it). 
Heddy was a good leader. She always had someone 
who agreed with her. 
Those who weren't going to fight would stay inside 
the factory. 
CAN YOU PICK THE REAL 
SCIENCE FICTION 
MOVIE TITLES 
? 
1. The Astro-Zombies 
2. Shadow of Moon Base X 
3. The Beast with a Million Eyes 
4. Frankie's Brain 
5. The Dog Factory 
6. Earth Versus the Rubber People 
7. Lassie Versus Godzilla 
8. Horror of the Marina Men 
9. Solvent Blue 
10. The Invasion of The Star Creatures 
11. The Living Porridge 
12. The Spine Monsters 
13. My Friend, The Alien 
14. The Brain Eaters 
15. The Abominable Dr. Brych· 
16. The Magnetic Monster 
17. Terror from 10 Million Years B.C. 
18. Robot Lust 
19. Santa Claus Conquers the Martians 
20. Evil Pillows 
21. A Novice at X·Rays 
22. Radar Men from the Moon 
23. The Cosmic Butcher 
24. Trapped by Television 
25. Naughty Planet 
26. When Rodents Ruled the World 
27. Invasion of the Body Scratchers 
28. The Twonky 
29. Galactic Safari Two 
30. Devil Girl from Mars 
31. Things I Have Seen 
32. The Cabinet of Dr. Iwasaki 
33. Men Must Fight 
34. The Electric Leg 
35. Once More with Feelers 
36. The Giant Claw 
37. Government by Aliens 
38. The House on George Street 
39. The Day the Earth Fell Over 
40. Frankenstein Meets the Space Monster 
41.1n a Venusian Atmosphere 
42. Astronauts over Florida 
43. The Mechanical Legs 
44. It took my baby! 
45. Stuck on Klingons 
46. In the Year 2525 
47. The Computer Wore Tennis Shoes 
48. The Day the Fish Stopped Swimming 
49. Who was that Monster I saw you with 
last night? 
50. Tarzan Versus the Slime Creatures 
51. When the Man in the Moon Seeks a 
Wife 
ANSWERS ·�s 'L� 't� '0� '9£ '�t 
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Black Worl� Rai�er ��ace • Time Bat!le 
L ike most leaders, Heddy was not going to fight. Nor were the locals. Partly because they were too drunk and partly for another reason. I 
asked the rep about this other reason. He 
said it had to do with their occupation as 
builders of vortices. 
Vortices, he said, were big. Or they were 
small. Whatever the size they came in, you 
knew that they were bigger on the inside 
than on the outside. The exterior size of a 
vortex depended on the limiter you were 
using to control it. The only restriction on 
their size was the power of the limiter. 
But sometimes when they were building them, the 
rep went on, the limiter burnt out and the vortices got 
out of control. Sometimes when that happened one of 
the people working on them would disappear into 
one. 
I suggested that the danger involved was why they 
drank so much. But the rep assured me that this 
wasn't the case. He said that it was the lack of danger 
that made them drink. I didn't understand then, but I 
think I do now. I wish I could get a drink. 
There was a hundred of each of us gunners when the 
end of the third day came. We couldn't afford to keep 
using our energy on the regurgitator, so we had to 
hope that would do. 
Then the waiting began. In each of our bunkers, there 
were two of us and two of each of the others. For 
hours we sat and watched each others and ourselves. 
But they didn't come that night. 
The next day we fortified our positions and 
reminisced with ourselves about the good old days. 
Some of us practised with the cannon and guns, but 
most of us just wished we weren't there. 
The night of the fourth day, we heard a whisper from 
Rew-B, ''They're here", she thought in our heads. 
We looked at ourselves and wished each other luck. 
The first wave of the raide.-s moved slowly in. While 
they always travelled in large groups, like all good 
thugs, they despatched only ten of their craft in the 
attack on the factory. They moved so slowly, they 
were easy targets. We managed to get them all before 
they could pull out of their dives. 
So far, so good, we thought But we realised that now 
they would be a little more careful and numerous. 
And they were. · 
''They are coming from the northern horizon!" Rew­
B told us. 
They moved much more quickly this time and 
managed to knock out a few of our bunkers before 
we could get a bead on them. 
But the number of craft they used worlced against 
them. They blacked out ore part of the starry sky 
which gave us something to aim at We managed to 
bring down half of them. 
They kept coming, we kept firing. Something had to 
give. Fortunately, it was them. 
"They will be back," we thought 
This time they were not so quick to return. Less than half of our number had been destroyed, or so Rew-B had us think. We waited 
more than an hour for their third attack. 
When it came, it consisted of only twenty 
craft, we thought 
They were separated by a considerable distance and 
were impossible to detect Rew-B was no use to us 
because she couldn't respond fast enough to the 
different perspectives we had of the night sky. 
Panic set in and I saw many of me race mindlessly 
into the open and begin to fire into the sky randomly. 
The raiders mowed them down. 
"Systematic firing!" Heddy ordered !Prough Rew-B. 
,. 
The night sky was divided into sections and each of 
the bunkers opened up on those sections. We counted 
fifteen flashes. The raiders moved off again 
I saw myself praying in the corner. I was taken aback. 
I always thought of myself as an athiest. 
For another hour we waited. Intergalactic paid the 
Black-World raiders a million treekkits a year to kill 
their competition, so they were not about to give up 
their attack. 
Three craft were in for the fourth attack. But there 
was something odd about this one. 
They didn't concentrate their attack upon the factory, 
while trying to defend themselves from the bunker 
fire. They attacked the bunkers directly. This let them 
attack from the blind spots. 
But there was something else odd about the attack. 
They weren't firing. When I saw an adjacent bunker 
disappear, I realised they were dropping vortices. 
When the rest of those in my bunker twigged, they 
evacuated. 
I couldn't decide what to do and hesitated. A moment 
too long. 
A black shape filled the sky overhead and I saw the 
glint of a falling limiter. If it hit the bunker, it would 
blow a hole in it and release its vortex. 
It did both.' 
I had often reached into a contained vortex, but this 
felt different 
I realised that it was more than my hand that felt the 
coldness. 
"Now I know what garbage feels like," was my first 
thought. 
"Where am I?" was my first question. 
Darlrness enveloped me. A darkness so intense it 
became difficult to tell myself from the vortex. 
Then I couldn't tell myself from the vortex. It became 
me and I became it. 
I was everywhere and nowhere. Never and forever. 
I could really use a drink now. 
IAN COOK 
The regular irritating buzz of a faulty neon sign is unsettling. 
It puts the nerves on edge. 
The larger buildings are able to sleep through anything. 
v·'--. 
'" 
r 
With the first light, blind curiosity is aroused. It 
gets into a flap. 
The radio clocks on for MOrecannectlaughter.­
Hard to swallow. 
Inside, at the third beep of alarm, the flock are 
stirred but not shaken. 
Fibre, niacin, iron ... it's best to get the right 
breakfast blend. 
Even a pinhead can see it's time to eyeball 
another day. 
Get up, get ready, get down! Get real. This 
pinhead has nearly had it. 
• 
Just another cushion-head in just another fast fish. 
. 
, 
) . 
Best to take this slowly. One stumble i� front of another. 
Not tempted. The fast life only gives you 
flickering images. 
• 
• 
• 
. 
• 
• 
• 
Only an eyeball gets to see the whole picture. 
Remote but in control. 
• 
) . 
• 
Next up, it's the entertainment round up. 
Stay tuned. But one set is off the channel. 
� 
When you get too detached, the world just 
flashes by. 
• 
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· FERAL TELEVISION Part 1 
What is it about today's lineup that's so 
attractive ... so appealing? 
A bar without humbug. For the 33 to 78 set. A 
round for the regulars, D.J. 
This screenplay is pure escapism. Captivating. A 
must for the discerning audience. 
I 
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Eyeballs are just receivers; taking everything ... 
everyone in. 
Capture a chair, trap a table. Have a single hit of 
hospitality and lighten up. 
• 
. -
J 
• 
I ' 
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• 
Keep it under your jumper. There's hope of 
viewing into the future. 
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Flash fish flesh flounders. Shucks! It's just a scrap. 
Cleaned up in a snap. Best walk on by. / 
When you're alone and life is making you lonely, 
you can always come here. 
In the throes of an aromatic nose, there's a 
runaway vision. 
Looking good, pinhead. Ready, set? Let's go. 
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FERAL TELEVISION Part 1 
Hide away reception centre. Exotic pleasure in 
the comfort of it's own home. 
Holy cow! Boy! What a set-up! Tea for two. Two for T.V. Drink in the picture. 
Close up and it opens up. The pinhead gets in 
the picture. 
In the bedroom, see n. They sheep together. 
With knobs on. 
Stopping for shopping. They're not fed up yet. 
A pinhead gets turned off by the swithched on 
set. 
Time to make tracks. The walkthing goes on to 
replay. 
Eye can see you! The walkthing on a string is The vampire of the senses sucks out the 
unleashed. secrets. 
A picture in the ear, a word in the eye. The scene , The eyes ttave ·tt now. The T.V. will be seen to, 
is seen. too. Soon. · 
Will normaJ transmission be resunu!d? 
·Has the pinhead's private show. been axed? 
Tune in next episode� 
Trust Honest Greed 
The other big pla yers in politics are the P olice 
Force, the M e di a, the Public Service and Bu sine ss, 
big not small. And anyone else who can ga in a big 
enough power ba se to gi ve it a go. 
A BI T TER TWISTED 
TALE 
Politics, especially in Queensland, is not just 
about government and political parties. An ob­
vious statement perhaps, but one which needs 
regular restating. 
The other big players in politics are the Police 
Force, the Media, the Public Service and Busi­
ness, big not small. And anyone else who can 
gain a big enough power base to give it a go. 
Just who holds the power in Queensland 
politics? It's not difficult to construct an argument 
suggesting that Big Business has a considable 
amount of power which won't evaporate just be­
cause there's a change of government. 
So how different would life be under Labor? Some 
policy changes would make life a bit more pleasant 
for many of us. We may even see the return of many 
civil liberties. But would a Labor government be able 
to control the Police Force? How would the Media 
react? Would the Public Service respond to a new 
broom? Can they respond? Is the Public Service 
totally atrophied? And what about Business? Will the 
bubble burst as soon as there's a wiff of the dreaded 
socialism? 
THERE'S NEVER BEEN A formerTV news reader, Brian Cahill pipped Liberal, 
A GREATER GREED - Beryce Nelson in the seat of Aspley in 1983. But 
THE NATIONALS Brian's been a bit '1ired and emotional" lately and 
Despite suggestions to the contrary, Bjelke- Beryce's lust for power was great. She joined the 
Petersen is not a divine being and he will die. Nationals and successfully snatched preselection 
Rest assured. from poor old Brian. 
The Bjelke-Petersen era has been remarkable. TRUST ME, I'M A 
Corruption and cronyism has been in- LIBERAL 
stitutionalised in public life. The police force has Hard to believe that the Liberals even use the been given powers beyond their dreams. It is 
· word "Trust" without their ears turning red. It's accepted practice for ministers to feather their their campaign slogan, nevertheless. own nests, for the rich to buy knighthoods, and 
for the poor to be blamed for their plight. Civil Who can forget Don Lane and Brian Austin 
Liberties have been systematically and deserting to the National Party after successfully 
thoroughly denied. contesting the last election as Liberals. And it 
wasn't just those two turncoats, branch mem­But how different would Queensland politics be bers left in droves for the Nationals. Good old without Bjelke-Petersen? Is he the cause of conser- B N 1 • 1 d d vatism in Queensland Politics, or just a symptom? eryce e son mc u e · 
h Q I d · 1 1 "Sell Out" would be more honest slogan for the party, Perhaps, as many of us ope, ueens an IS s ow Y but would it work in the electorate? It couldn't be trying to lurch its way into the twentieth century. 
Maybe BJ'elke-Petersen is the only thing holding the much worse than "Trust", no-one believes it for a minute. place back. 
Let's face it, the Liberals would give their eye teeth to One real possibility is that the Nationals' survival in- rejoin the coalition. The only real spanner in the works stincts will lead them to adapt to a changing political . is Bjelke-Petersen who reckons he won't have them climate. After Bjelke-Petersen, they may brush up with at any cost. That, however, remains to be seen. a new, trendier image. ' 
Despite his lengthy protestations that he could never Those-in-the-know suggest that Bjelke-Petersen's work with the Liberals again, Bjelke-Petersen has successor will be Mike Ahern. He's the only person in been known to change his mind for political ex­Cabinet with a degree, and has been known to wear a pediency. bow-tie! Not only that, he is in favour of a Parliamen-
tary Accounts Committee and seems likely to lead the And he may have to. The Liberals can't do worse than 
Nationals in a far more moderate direction. But that they did in the 1983 election. If they don't pick up a 
remains to be seen. few seats, they're dead. 
Even in this scenario, it is likely that National Party WE CAN GOVERN, 
politicians and their friends will continue to live in the HONEST LV 
ing. No-one can really remember them govern­
ing, so how do we know they can? 
And let's face it, Hawke isn't helping much, 
either. 
For another reason why Labor's pushing shit uphill, 
there is a complete unwillingness to recognise and 
promote the talented people within the party. Runners 
in the 1986 election are compromise candidates all 
the way down the line. They are the people with the 
numbers. And those who can do the numbers aren't 
necessarily the. ones with any useful electoral appeal 
or political talent. 
Yes, part of the problem is factions. But the factions 
don't, as the media would have you believe, really 
serve to tear the party apart. They give members 
something to think about, for a start. When a party is 
denied political power for so long, the cut and thrust 
must come from somewhere. Why not within the 
party? Factions exist so that Labor Party members 
can hone their political skills. 
The current situation where the Socialist Left con­
tinually do deals with the Old Guard is pretty ob­
noxious, though. Surely there's a political principle at 
stake? The Centre and Centre Left flap about ineffec­
tually pretending to be righteous because they haven't 
got the numbers. The problem is that factions distract 
from the real business of winning elections. At least 
they contribute to reasonably healthy policy debate. 
In the wake of the redistribution, the factional 
preselection battles were pretty vicious, but' nowhere 
near as mean or public as the Nationals. Years of in­
fighting have taught the Labor Party some decorum. 
THIS IS QUEENSLAND 
The Queensland electorate is typified by blind, 
pig ignorance. Queenslanders have on the style to which they've become accustomed. 
The Nationals slogan for the election was "There's 
never been a greater need" ... for them to cling to 
power. And they're doing it every way they can., In-· 
eluding dumping problem politicians like Brian Cahill. 
What is wrong with the Labor Party 
Queensland? 
in whole no understanding whatsoever of politics 
and the implications of political power. 
Credibility, for a start. Voters don't seem to 
honestly believe that they are capable of govern-
The Deep North is a lot like the Wild � 
West. Gung-ho conservatism is rife. RS:T 
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The talent/brain drain to southern states has had a 
massive effect. The bright, young, progressive 
Queenslanders lost are replaced by the aged, retiring 
to the beach and, worse still, by free enterprise 
freaks, out for a fast buck. 
Guaranteed that the migratory trends have a con­
siderable effect on voting patterns. 
SAY IT AIN'T SO, JOH 
Queenslanders seem to enjoy government by 
paternalism. 
A term often bandied about in Queensland 
politics is the "Joh Factor". Robert Sparkes 
probably made it up. It's about the mystical ef­
fect that Bjelke-Petersen seems to have on the 
hearts and minds of the electorate. Something 
along the lines of mass hypnosis. It's got less to 
do with the man and more to do with the image, 
and in particular, the name. 
An old argument says one of the most significant fac­
tors in the marketing of Bjelke-Petersen is the com­
forting use of his shortened christian name. A trivial 
point in some ways but one worth pondering. 
There is something very safe about "Joh". He's not 
too intimidating, not too smart. People feel his equal, 
if not a little superior. He's "Papa Joh", he'll look after 
us. Remember that other great totalitarian leader, Joe 
Stalin. Just the sound of the word is comforting. 
While we bandy about comparisons. - Whe.n Menz.ies was Prime Minister, it was almost 1mposs1ble to Im­
agine Australia without him a� the lea,de�: M?st people, of all political persuas1ons, can t 1mag1ne 
Queensland without Bjelke-Petersen. It's a problem, 
and a big one for the Labor Party. 
Certainly, Bjelke-Petersen can't imagine ?ueensland 
without him. He is not senile or a doddenng old fool. 
He's a very smart, cunning man. However, it could be 
suggested that he has meglomaniac ten?encies. And 
without losing an election, he's very unlikely to eyer 
voluntarily give up office. Even in the event of losmg 
an election he would be likely to try to hold on to 
power. Like Marcos, he could attempt to ignore the 
result. But it's more likely he will die in office. 
HYPE 
Bjelke-Petersen displays the symptoms of . a 
rather severe speech problem called dysphasia, 
which is typified by his inability to construct sen­
tences, the way he mixes metaphors and so on. 
. But don't let that fool you, he actually u.ses 
language with the cunning of a top copy wnter. 
His rhetoric is based on keys words that . he 
throws about, practically at random, but to Im­
pressive effect. 
"Socialist" is one of his favourites. The way he uses 
"socialist", it has no actual meaning. The word snot­
nose has more meaning, and is more readily under­
stood by most people. However, "socialist" stands as 
a word that means "evil incarnate" throughout 
Queensland and much of Australia. And the word 
"communist", well it's amazing we're allowed to print 
it. Just by looking at the word, you're all likely to go 
mad and vote Labor. 
The Labor Party must seriously study the way the Na­
tional Party uses language, and begin to counteract 
the "Johspeak". 
SCANDAL I 
The Cane Toad Times has already presented a 
comprehensive summary of Queensland Corrup­
tion in our Food and Corruption issue, Summer 
1985. In that issue we listed 38 major scandals 
from over the last 20 years. Highlights included 
Russell Island where huge amounts of under­
water land were sold for even bigger profits, the 
Fine Cotton Ring-in, Ted Lyons' credit betting 
while head of the T.A.B .. . and the list goes on. 
Since we printed that list, the stories of corruption 
have continued to emerge at a steady rate. 
Two stories stand out among the current crop. 
Firstly, the Bond Corporation recently paid an inor­
dinate amount of money to Bjelke-Petersen to settle a 
defamation action out-of-court. The defamation action 
was over another juicy scandal. 
Early in 1984, Brisbane's Ch��nel 9 reveal�d on .a current affairs program, the s1t1ng of a publicly bu1lt 
dam very close to John Bjelke-Petersen's property. 
Bjelke-Petersen issued writs. Soon afterwards Bond 
bought Channel 9 only to find that he was already in 
the poo with the Premier. Bond handled the negot1ons 
over the action personally. ' 
The Toad's legal advice has it that the Bjelke-Peter­
sen's would have been lucky to have received 
$20,000 if the case had gone to court. It is alleged 
that the pay-out was in excess of $400,000. 
SCANDAL II 
THATSWH� THE-'( SAtD 
ABOUT HE�fS. 
3 
poration, Callaghan became head of the 
Department of Arts, National Parks and Sport. 
From those rarified heights, he still had control over 
the Film Corporation, as well as a minor section - the 
Queensland Day Committee. His wife Judith had 
been appointed Executive Officer of the Queensland 
Day Committee, which is dedicated to the glorification 
of Queensland. 
Late last year the scandal started to trickle out. Judith, 
known only as Mrs. X, had been misappropriating 
Queensland Day Committee funds. She was forced to 
resign as charges were laid. After about two months 
of being Mrs. X, her identity was finally revealed. 
Meanwhile, the State Government Auditors were 
going through the whole department with a fine tooth­
comb. 
Husband Allan also resigned. Soon charges were laid 
against hirn also. 
Judith's court appearances began on 6th June, 1986 -
Queensland Day. Public umbrage was immense when 
it was revealed that she spent the money on evening 
dresses and paying her newspaper bills. She was 
convicted and is currently at Boggo Road. She has 
terminal asthma. 
Allan has yet to appear in court. So stay tuned for fur­
ther developments. 
WHERE TO FROM 
HERE? 
Corruption is a way of life in Queensland. 
The other hot scandal involves Bjelke-Peter- , . . 
• f r press secretary Allan Callaghan . It s part .of the whole sor.dld scenano. Some . of sen s . orl!le . us stay 1n Queensland w1th the vague and mls-and h1s w1fe, Judith. guided notion that we can reform Queensland 
Callaghan is widely lauded as the l!la� who politics. And besides, it gives us something to made Bjelke-Petersen. Or at least h1s 1mage. write about. 
Leaving Bjelke-Petersen's personal staff, Cal- , h laghan's rise through the Public Serv!ce was Mostly we re seduced by the we at er. 
rapid. After heading the Queensland F1lm Cor- ·ANNE BROWN 
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First a few straight-forward 
queries to separarate the 
obvious cases who are already 
malfunctioning. 
1. Are you from 
another planet? 
a. no, I'm from Slacks Creek. 
b. qwwwerertyuiiiiioooop 
c. no; but I know the handshake 
d. alright, you've got me 
e. not yet 
2. What colour are 
you? 
a. green 
b. black and horrible 
c. apricot ... 
d. black and white (old Dr Who) 
e. Spielberg white 
3. What were your first 
words? 
a. beam me up, mum 
b. gort, nikko, tarago. 
c. take me to your leader 
d. show me the way to go home 
e. am I having fun yet? 
4. How many legs do 
you have? 
a. none 
.b. one 
c. three 
d. legs, what are legs? 
5. Any distinguishing 
features? 
a. retractable jaw,'more powerful than 
locomotive 
b. crooked pinky pointed ears 
c. yellow eyeballs 
d. eat mice whole 
e. one eye, one horn, purple exterior, 
an ability to fly and a diet of people 
6. How did you come 
into this world? 
a. 9 months after a big bang 
b. 9 months after a little bang 
c. through a black.hole 
d. in a space ship 
e. via a radical re-entry 
f. out of the TV 
g. Eric von Daniken sent me 
h. open door to hell 
7. What is your 
relationship with Eric 
von Daniken? 
a. just friends 
b. it's all in his mind 
c. he was like a second father to me 
d. D&M (deep and meaningful) 
e. I'm his graphic designer 
f. I also wrote all of Shakespeare's 
works 
Okay, if you are still reading this 
there is a 34.7% chance that you 
are human, a 75.8% chance that 
you are an alien, a 1 0.5%chance 
you are both and 258.6% chance 
that you are reading this on the 
toilet. 
Now we are ready to delve 
deeper into your psyche to see 
what makes you tick. 
8.What were you doing 
the last time you really 
had fun? 
a. sleeping 
b. doing the time warp 
c. eating human flesh 
d. watching 30 TVs at once 
e. surfing a light wue 
f. going to Jupiters 
Recently the world press ignored the stunning 
revelation on a U.S. talk show that 80% of the so­
called humans on this planet are in fact aliens. 
Nobel Prize winner, Professor Gottfried Hassellheimer presented 
incontrovertible evidence that the aliens have already taken over. 
The story got cursory coverage at the buttom of page 63 and 
then retreated from the public consciousness. Where are the 
investigative journalists when you �1eed them? Perhaps it is no 
surprise that a respected scientist like Professor Hassellheimer· 
has been ignored because if 80% of the population are aliens 
then at least 80% of journalists are as well... and they have 
probably worked their way into senior management positions 
very quickly. 
So in the interests of scientific research the Cane Toad Times 
presents the first ever sure-fire test of your allegiance to Planet 
Earth or wherever you really did come from. This test was 
devised by Professor Hassellheimer himself, shortly before he 
was committed to a psychiatric institution by a callous and 
uncaring scientific comml..!nity obviously dominated by aliens 
who would gag a man for speaking the truth. 
If you want to partici[...:s·te in this quest for knowledge and find out 
for sure whose side yuu are on then just answer the questions 
below, check the answers on the next page, score yourself, fill in 
the form at the bottom of that page and send it along with $12.50 
to Cane Toad Times, P.O. Box 321, Wooloongabba. 0. 4102. 
We'll check your answers with our own Planetary Origin 
Detection Interface and Issue you with a Certificate of Planetary 
Origin specifying where you are coming from and, because we 
are such nice people, we will throw in the next four issues of 
Cane Toad Times to give you something to read on long · 
interplanetary journeys or as you wait for the final takeover, 
depending on who you are. 
So sharpen up your laser pencils, pull out your eyes and wrap 
your cerebal cortex around the following questions. 
9. What are you afraid 
of? 
a. fear itself 
b. kryptonite 
c. yuppies 
d. Russ Hinze 
e. picking up something at Bubble's 
Bath House 
f. Pine gap 
g Klingons 
10. What is your 
favourite animal? 
a.K9 
b. a dead one 
c. a bubble-headed robot 
d. a micro-wave oven 
e. a State of Origin footballer 
f. a tribble 
11. What .is your 
favourite food? 
a. Chicken Kiev 
b. raw sewage 
c. twinkies 
-
• 
d. Milky Ways, Mars Bars and Pluto 
Pups 
e. myself 
12. What is your 
favourite drug? 
a. uranium 
b. kryptonite 
c. I don't know anything about drugs 
d. vegemite 
e. Orgasmotion 
13. Who would you like 
to date? 
a. Robin Williams 
b. Signourey Weaver 
c. stars 
d. carbon 
e. a monster from outer space 
14. How many times 
have you died? 
a. never 
b. only once 
c. you mean, so far? 
d. all the time · 
e. it's my natural hair colour 
Still with us? Well there is a 
56.5% chance that you are a 
human and a 100% chance that 
you wi!fread anything. 
Prepare youself for the final 
stage where we rip out your 
brain, slam it on the table and 
poke it with various pointed 
objects. So just sit back and 
relax and choose the response 
that best finishes the following 
sentences. 
15. You go to a party 
and ... 
a. hang around the kitchen 
b. eat brown onion dip 
c. flash the lights on and off 
d. vomit 
e. watch the aliens dancing 
f. suck out the grease trap. 
16. In space no one 
can hear you ... 
a. scream 
b. tart 
c. masturbate 
d. recite poetry 
e. at all 
17. In a State of Origin 
match I always 
support ... 
a. Queensland 
b. Western Australia 
c. Tasmania 
d. Darwin (Charles, that is) 
e. Betelgeuse 
18. You are beside a 
large reflecting 
building. An ageing 
rocker drives past in a 
F'-' Holden. You see a 
giant koala hovering 
above the city. A man 
with a moustache 
comes up and says: 
"Your mother is a 
purple flower" then 
you say ... 
a. "Are you a Scientologist?" 
b. "Leave my mother out of this" and 
then you blow off his head 
c. "And I am her bud" 
d. "Take me to your leader" 
e. nothing, but your pupils dilate 
19. This reminds me __ _ 
a. that my mother was a purple flower 
b. in space no one can hear you recite 
poetry 
c. of a State of Origin footballer 
d. of Eric von Danieken 
e. of fucking a rock 
20. I really want ... 
a. to dominate the world 
b. to watch Star Trek replays 
c. to bring enlightenment and 
understanding to the planet 
• d. the right to march 
e. to tuck rocks 
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you drive? � 
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a. Galaxy 8 
b. Pulsar 
c. Mercury 
d. Moon buggy 
e. Police car 
f. Sunbird 
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Novv turn the 
page and find out 
if you are from 
another planet. 
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In the last few months, Australia has seen an 
enormous spate of murders in the family. A fre­
quent pattern is where the husband murders his 
wife and children and then shoots himself. Ac­
cording to Cane Toad Times exhaustive 
research, i.e., intermittently clipping the popular 
press, around 30 people have died as part of 
family murder-suicides in Australia this year. 
For the sick and voyeuristic among you, the cases in­
clude: 
Warren Powerierski shot his wife, Karen Powierski 
and children, Vanessa and Scott, then shot him­
self. A neighbour said, "He had problems like the 
rest of us but I can't understand why he shot his 
family. He really loved those kids and his wife - it 
just doesn't make sense." 
Robin Smith shot his de facto wife, Marlene Doyle in a 
neighbour's yard in the working class suburb of 
Kingston. He then killed their two children before 
suiciding. 
Valentine Ras shot his estranged wife, Karen. A police 
hunt ensued. The tracker dogs found his body 
hanging from a tree near Kenilworth. 
One family flew from Perth to Brisbane to die. 
Geoffrey Flannery treated them all to a slap-up 
meal at flash restaurant before killing his de facto, 
Isabel Saunders and their children, Geoffrey junior 
and Loretta. He left them in the burnt-out shell of a 
Bluebird sedan, before suiciding. It seems some 
people consider the car a member of the family to 
be murdered as well. 
In Miles on the western Darling Downs, Carl Gobbert 
killed his pregnant wife, Valerie and their daughters 
Debbie and Brooki before killing himself. Locals 
seemed to think his personal problems were too 
much. 
Carl Williams killed himself after killing his former de 
facto, Beverley Oliver and her parents, Ken and 
Shirley. Poor old Ken and Shirley, it really doesn't 
seem fair. Maybe it's got something to do with the 
name "Carl"? 
And so the list goes on. 
There are, of course, a variety of other kinds of 
murders within families. In the US, between 20% 
and 40% of murders occur within domestic 
relationships. In Denmark, the figure is a stag­
gering 67%. 
According to data supplied by the Australian In­
stitute of Crimino_logy, it seems that in New 
South Wales around half of the victims of murder 
are spouses or other close kin. In her paper, 
•"Marital Murder", Tess Rod comments that 
"Spouse murder occurs so frequently that it 
rarely receives any publicity." 
WHY DO PEOPLE WIPE 
OUT THEIR FAMILIES? 
According to Criminologist, Paul Wilson, murder­
suicides are usually spontaneous acts, more likely to 
occur in low income areas. "They believe they are ac­
ting out of kindness when clearly they are doing an 
enormously horrible act," Paul Wilson said. 
In an interesting slim volume entitled "Murder Fol­
lowed by Suicide", Donald West backs up Wilson's 
view. West reckons that most murder-suicides are ac­
ting in extreme melancholia. They can no longer bear 
their lives and believe that their spouses and children 
cannot live without them. So they bump off the lot. 
-1n the Fa 
Marvin Wolfgang has another angle on it which 
suggests that many murder-suicides occur as a 
reaction to separation or its threat after prolonged 
turmoil. In the cases he studied, this brought about 
ego regression in which rage is directed at both 
subjects. He hypothesises that the murder-suicide is 
an "acting out of fantasies of reunion". 
Yukko. 
Th.e w�ol� si�k thing m�st be tied up in the hopefully 
dymg mst1tut1on of marnage. It seems likely that the 
marriages themselves create the stresses that lead to 
murder-suicides. Marriage creates the melancholia 
that leads to murder, or else the marriage starts to 
disintegrate and murder is revenge. 
It is marriage that is the problem and its corollary, the 
nuclear family. 
HORSE AND CARRIAGE 
In the words of that awfu� song, Love and Mar­
riage go together like a horse and carriage. That 
ffts - relics of a bygone era. Or is it? One 
anthropologist concludes that it was not until the 
1880's or 90's that there developed '1he fantastic 
notion that one man and one woman should 
mate and after that be responsible for satisfying 
all of the other's significant emotional needs -
obviously an impossible assignment" 
And yet, the family unit remains the basis of our 
society. If not in statistical reality, at least in the minds 
and hearts of politicians, advertising copy-writers and 
everyone else responsible for perpetrating foolish Of course, it's women who suffer particularly in. 
myths. marriage. Marriage and child-rearing still tend to force 
women into servitude. All the problems of marriage 
And let's face it, people go into relationships and mar- are exacerbated by children. Simon de Beauvior says, 
riages with some pretty wierd ideas. Ask someone "Having a child is enough to paralyse a woman's ac­
why they're getting married and they'll probably say tivity completely." 
something really stupid and inordinately self-satisfied 
like "I'm in love!". As if they could define, explain or And ruin the marriage. Terman's study of marital hap­
even begin to suggest why being in love justifies mar- . piness concluded, "if there are individual marriages 
riage that are made more happy by the presence of 
children, these appear to be offset by other marriages 
Lawrence Casler outlines 7 main reasons why people that are made less happy." 
get married: sex, money, kids, companionship, 
security, love and social pressure. He doesn't hold "Scarcely one parent in a thousand is really capable 
much truck with any of them. For details, check out "Is of efficiently rearing and training a child... The 
Marriage Necessary?" average child is happier and far better off in a nursery 
school or properly organised educational institution 
Most people have wildly unrealistic expectations of than in its o�n home... If private homes have been 
what marriages can provide for them. They put all responsible for a gigantic crop of physical defects, 
their eggs in one basket. And eggs break. According they have been responsible for an even greater har­
to the Australian Institute for Family Studies, one third vest of warped personalities, suppressed abilities and 
of marriages are destined to end in divorce. And for all unnecessary antagonisms," or so said De Pomerai. 
the divorces, there are a lot of sick and unhappy mar-
riages. And sometimes people take more extreme But people still go off thoughtlessly procreating. Al­
measures, like shooting their whole family. right, so Australia is now well below Zero Population 
"Marriage - or at least our current version of it - Growth {discounting immigration) but that's not the 
reduces many adults' chances for finding happiness point. The nuclear family isn't the best way to 
and attaining maturity. It entails a type of child-rearing reproduce our population: 
that reduces the chances of many children for happi- And the hysteria some married couples suffer be­
ness and maturity, creating in them feelings of depen- cause, by some fluke of nature, they can't have 
dency, inadequacy, and insecurity that impel them to children. Millions of dollars are spent each year trying 
marry and infect their children with the same self- to make people more fertile. A lot more money than is 
destructive feelings. Its direct and indirect costs to spent trying to effectively control fertility. 
society are enormous and insidious. For these Hundreds of couples go through a variety of reasons, marriage can be viewed as a social dis- abominable practises just to make babies, even ease." Casler says. though they don't really know why they want one. 
PROGENY PROBLEMS The recent spate of baby buying is a fairly outlandish 
development in the stakes. Probably the most 
And if people get married for stupid reasons, abominable story is about the woman who bought a 
couples have children for even more idiotic child for $10,000 plus a large quantity of herion. 
ones. "Because we want to", or worse "Because Not surprisingly the baby was born a herion addict. 
our parents want us to", or even worse, "It was But once it kicked the habit, off it went with the pur­
an accident". chasing mum. The new mum then proceeded to 
ily 
. ... . 
neglect the poor kid until State authorities were forced 
to take it into custody. Only then did the whole sordid 
story emerge. 
Anecdotes aside, there must be a better system to 
reproduce our population. It's not a totally idiotic no­
tion that people could be career reproducers as a 
branch of the Public Service. Some people like to 
have and look after children. This could be done in a 
neatly organised way and most kids would be in­
finitely better off than they are within the current family 
unit. 
We have to stop thinking about marriage and the 
family as the sole key to personal happiness and 
fulfillment. It isn't now, and never can be. It just isn't 
logically possible. We must find personal happiness in 
a variety of other ways. 
Maybe ....... 
MARRY THY 
MOTORCYCLE? 
Recently, Harry Jarman married his motorcycle. 
In front of over a thousand bikers at 
Queensland's Sunshine Coast , Harry married 
Mildred, a Kwaka 1300. Mildred was resplendant 
in a red netting veil. The President of the 
Motorcycle Riders' Association officiated. 
Why would a grown, moderately sane man want to 
marry a motorcycle? "If I had a woman who was half 
as responsive, reliable and trustworthy as that 
scooter, I'd be very happy ... 
"It all started when I was working on the ute one day. I 
looked over at Mildred and she was starting to sulk. 
So I though, why not marry her?", Harry said. 
And he really did. I saw it on TV. 
Maybe more people should marry their motocycles. 
There'd be a lot less unrest in the world. And a lot less 
murders. 
ANNE JONES 
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The --uiltold Story 
It is May 4, 1965, and the most 
powerful group of American 
corporate sponsors and television 
executives assembled since the 
MacCarthy trials has just dropped 
into Gene Roddenberry's Los 
Angeles office, in a brusque and 
threat�ning manner. No bullshit. 
According to his secretary at the time, Mrs Betty Wosniak, 
Dachau survivor and trained orchid judge, the meeting 
lasted for more than three hours: "Afterwards, Gene 
cancelled all his calls; I asked him what was wrong, but he 
just kept on looking at me kind of funny like. I do remember 
a lot of shouting though." 
Only now has the far-reaching effects of this meeting been 
released to anyone other than the President of the United 
States, and Roddenberry's producer Jack Liam (what ever 
happened to .ol' Jack?). 
Documents tapes and correspondence, available under the 
aegis of the Television and Radio Control Bill of 1985, have 
exposed deep seated cankers of corporate intrigue, blatant 
political interference, and the worst kind of censorship. 
Really. 
Remember Vietnam? The nation looked at its psychoses 
erupting on the shores of Cam Ran Bay. Splash. Gene 
Roddenberry, a "well known" anti-war activist, with a hit TV 
series in the Can (Ray Ban), hit up on the idea of an episode 
exploring the myth of America's righteousness in foreign 
policy. The result; the May 4 meeting. The authorities came 
down heavy on episode 17, "The Agressor". 
The shit had really hit the carpet. 
Here now, for the first time 
anywhere, anyplace, anytime, is that 
episode, in its unabridged and 
original form. Honest. 
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STAR TREK EPISODE 17 
"THE AGGRESSOR" 
Written by Malcom X and Jane Fonda 
From an original idea by "The Weathermen". 
BACKGROUND 
Planet X is a 4th stage orbit of the galaxy Smeg­
maxia known to be occupied by a rural indigenous 
population for as long as Star Fleet has records 
(and it's got more records than Molly Meldrum). 
Planet X has been sub j ect to continual . harrass­
ment and now, it is the prey of its technologi­
cally advanced neighbour the United Space Agency, 
a conglomeration of nation states known collec­
tively as a "bunch of assholes". 
Star Fleet has dispatched the Enterprise to ob­
serve the situation and to formulate a response. 
SCENE ONE 
ON THE BRIDGE OF THE ENTERPRISE 
Kirk is silent. Moody, almost. Either he is deep 
in thought or having a colonic spasm. Spock, 
standing nearby is diligently scanning his in­
struments which are currently focussed on deter­
mining the level of intelligence on board the En­
terprise. It's a long and difficult assignment. 
Ohura, sporting her new Rudi Gernrich designed 
cullottes that preclude those ·peeks at her nether 
regions, is listening intently to the radio. 
Chekov and Sulu are being typically inscrutable. 
The lights are on, but no-one' s home. That in­
scrutable. Bones is giving everyone shots of 
"vitamins" with his pnuematic needle. Suddenly, 
Ohura springs into action. She crosses her legs. 
The needle breaks. 
Ohura: Hey Cap'n, ya honky creep. Message com­
ing through on subspace frequency. Get 
it, will ya. 
A LOOK PASSES OVER KIRK'S FACE INDICATING RELUC­
TANT ACCEPTANCE OF OHURA'S NEW SOCIAL STANDING 
Kirk: Would it be too much to ask you to put 
II 
Chura: 
it through the console? I have a feel­
ing that we should all hear this. 
Oh, okay, as soon as I've finished lis­
tening to the "Soledad brothers on 45" 
HALF AN HOUR LATER 
Chura: Mess�ge arriving now, Captain Jerk. 
S.F.X.- FUZZY STATIC 
THE MESSAGE IS DELIVERED IN A VOICE VERY SIMILAR 
TO RICHARD NIXON'S 
Voice: . . . and so, my fellow citizens, we of 
the United Space Agency have taken 
every step to ensure our continued 
qominance of Smegmaxia and so, we must 
drop as many big bombs as possible and 
kill every living thing on Planet X by 
whatever means we have at our disposal. 
Chura: 
Kirk: 
Spock: 
Bones: 
. . maim. . . destroy. . . etc. . . 
Message fading, fascist oppressor. 
Spock, what do you make of it? 
Well Captain, these words could only 
come from an unstable paranoid 
schizophrenic. 
Spock, how could you possibly know 
that!? Don't forget I'm the physician 
on this spaceship! 
SPOCK IS UNCHARACTERISTICALLY ANNOYED 
Spock: It is illogical for you to call your­
self a physician, in fact, you would be 
over-extending your talents treating an 
outbreak of Space Herpes, let alone the 
·•";. complex workings of a-living mind. In­
cidentally, what are you a doctor of -
fossils?! 
READY FOR A FIGHT 
Bones: 
Spock: 
�hy you low dowi son of a molten tock, 
you. you. you pointy eared 
progeny of a Venusian tape-worm. 
As anyone with the slightest hint of 
intelligence would know, the Venusian 
tape-worm became extinxt 3.746 billion 
centuries ago last Tuesday. 
Bone.s: Why you -
· 
KIRK INTERVENES PHYSICALLY 
Kirk: Gentlemen! Gentlemen! that'll be enough 
of that for now; we seem to have a 
serious situation on our hands here. 
Bones: 
Kirk: 
Bones: 
Kirk: 
Bones: 
Kirk: 
It' 11 be more than serious once I get 
my hands on old half-breed here. 
Bones, to my cabin, immediately! 
But -
Unless you want me to bring up that Al­
tair 4 business again. I'm sure the 
United Federation of Physicians· would 
show great interest in that little 
medical episode. -
Very well, captain. 
keep, Spock. 
but you'll 
Spock, access the ship's records and 
find all the information you can on 
Planet X, then meet me in my cabin. Oh 
yes, and get Mr Scott on your way. I'm 
staying here for a while to see if any 
gorgeous chicks are going to 
materialise. 
Chura: 
Kirk: 
Chura: 
Kirk: 
Spock: 
Hey, sexist pig, there's a message com­
ing through from Starfleet. 
Put it through, Ohura. 
Put it through yourself, whitey; I've 
got a meeting of the Deep Space P3.n­
thers to organise. 
Spock, I don't know what's got into 
Ohura lately, any suggestions? 
Logically, captain, it would seem that 
your constant mistreatment of 
minorities has affected crew morale. 
Might I suggest -
A RADIO MESSAGE INTERRUPTS HIM 
Voice: Jim, this is Admiral Klod from 
Kirk: 
Klod: 
Kirk: 
Klod.: 
Spock: 
Kirk: 
Spock: 
Scotty: 
Kirk: 
Scotty: 
Kirk: 
Scotty: 
Kirk: 
Bones: 
Kirk: 
Bones: 
Kirk: 
Scotty: 
Spock: 
Kirk: 
Starfleet International, something's 
cropped up here that may interest you. 
You think you've got problems, but go 
ahead anyway, Admiral. 
Well, we've reached such an advanced 
stage of civilisation here on Earth 
since you've been away that we're all 
taking a 500 year holiday, so I guess 
that this is goodbye for a while. 
A 500 year what? 
See you in the year 2525. . oh, and 
good luck with your mission. 
whatever it is . . . or was . . .  bye . .  
Hmm, the year 2 52 5, I do believe that 
was ·a musical item popular in your cul­
ture 207 years ago... stayed in the 
charts for 27 weeks 4 days 9 hours 29 
minutes. 
Great! Thanks Spock! 
Anytime, captain. 
Engineering to Captain Kirk. En-
gineering to Captain Kirk. 
Go ahead, Mr Scott, report. 
uh. ·. . uh. . . nothin' much happening 
down here Captain. · . hardly anything 
ever happens here . . .  except of course 
when aliens try to take over the ship. 
. .  they come and hassle me . .  
Mr Scott, report! 
So what kind of an existence is that, 
huh . .  · . these engines will far outlive 
me . . .  so what's the point . . . 
Bridge to Sick Bay. Bridge to sick bay. 
Go ahead, Jim. 
Bones, how soon is Scotty due for his 
check-up? 
Ah, not for another 6 months, Jim. Why 
do you ask? 
Ah, no reason, but you may have to see 
him a little sooner. Pull his medical 
records for me, will you? 
Oh yes, by the way, Jimmy, I don't 
rightly know how to mention this, but 
the Dilithium Crystals haven't been 
serviced for more than 3000 years, and 
their warranty expires tomorrow. 
At precisely 10.45, to be exact. 
Don't get tautological on me, 
Mr Spock, we've got work to do. 
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The Untold Story 
SCENE TWO. 
ON THE BRIDGE LATER THAT SPACE WARP 
Chekov: Keptin, Keptin. 
Kirk: Go ahead Mr Chekov. 
Chekov: An awbject, dead ahead Keptin, range 
Kirk: 
Spock: 
Kirk: 
Chekov: 
Kirk: 
Chekov: 
Kirk: 
250,000krn, and closing really slowly. I 
can't make out what it is. 
Mr Spack? Analysis? 
Not within sensor range yet, Captain. 
Hard left Mr Chekov hard right, 
Keptin, Keptin, it's still with us. 
Stop . . . go forward . . . go backward. 
Awbject still there Keptin. 
Go round in a circle, put our portside 
in, put our portside out . . . 
WHO TAKES THE OPPORTUNITY TO LIGHTEN UP A LITTLE 
WITH SOME OF THE SHIP'S MEDICAL SUPPLIES 
Chekov: Now what did the Keptin say ... left ... 
right. . . forward back. . . hey, 'dis is 
fun ... 
SCENE THREE. 
ON THE 
Kirk: 
Spock: 
PLANET'S SURFACE 
Well, Mr Spack. 
A very primitive planet, Captain. Fos­
sil fuels, disease, Phil Donahue. 
wait a minute, sir, my tricorder is 
picking up a very unusual device. 
hmrn, an object known here as a Vulcan 
heater, perhaps they're not so primi­
tive after all. 
VIA A COMMUNICATOR 
Bones: You green blooded fool, I suppose if 
you found a space heater you'd try and 
warm up the universe. 
_ .  
_ 
Sp���: _ - - · T�lernE?tY_ c:cnJ!i-.ng _tb+9v_g1}, _ _  sir_.._ . . . ,-. Sp9ck: 
· -----·---r-Ki-rk":···· · - ·-·-sh-crke-ira.Tr�our;-··Mr Th-el<ov-:-·· - · ·--- ...
. ----
-
· 
··· 
· 
My dea� . doctor, . tt _V{Ol,lld 
_
_ appear th9-_t_ . 
·· ··nof-orn�ra.·re you Tooi:fsn;·-nur·a ·-rool �a.-s·---· 
Spock: Object appears to be a primitive well. 
Kirk: 
IN THIS 
Zulu: 
Kirk: 
Zulu: 
Spock: 
Kirk: 
Spock: 
Kirk: 
Spock: 
Kirk: 
Chekov: 
Kirk: 
Chekov: 
Spock: 
Kirk: 
Spock: 
Kirk: 
Spock: 
Kirk: 
Spock: 
Kirk: 
Scotty: 
Kirk: 
Scotty: 
Kirk: 
weapon. primitive atomic origins Kirk: 
indicated . . . range 249,999krn . . . and Zulu: 
Aw cut it out you guys. 
Captain, when the planets are at odds, 
the odds favour the oddest. moving very slowly . .  
Arm phrasors. 
EPISODE SULU IS REPLACED BY A REAL ZULU 
Phrasors armed. 
Arm photon torpedoes. 
Photon torpedoes armed . . .  
Range 2 4 9, 9 98. 5krn. . . haven't you for­
gotten something, Captain? 
Oh yes, sorry Spack. You blokes on the 
screens, move about a lot. 
No Captain. 
Kirk: 
Spock: 
Nixon: 
Cut the bull shit oriental philosophy, 
Zulu, save that for another episode, 
and try and locate the source of that 
missile, everyone, set phasors on stun. 
On second thoughts, set them to "hor­
rible pus sores". 
According to my Tricorder the Usavians 
should be -
Right behind you. OK, hands up and drop 
your weapons. You're under arrest. 
Oh yes, I forgot to put my hand on my All: And who are you? 
chin and look pensive. 
Mr Chekov, raise the shields! 
Oh . . .  the shields . . .  
What shields are those, Keptin? 
Raise the shields, Mr Chekov! 
Oh, those shields. sorry Keptin, 
Nixon: 
Kirk: 
I am Nixon, son of a bitch, ruler of 
the United Space Agency. Who are you? 
Any silly stories and you're dead meat. 
I am Captain James T. Kirk, of the 
Starship Enterprise, and these are my 
crew. 
they're at the cleaners in the Local 1: Sound like Commies to me Sir! 
Andromeda Galaxy. . they should be Local 2: Yeah, specially this one with the 
pointed ears. What kind of Commie are 
you, boy? You some kind of freak? 
back in about . . .  
300 years, 4 days and 36 minutes, to be 
exact. Captain, might I suggest we Spock: 
determine the missile launch site co­
ordinates, beam down, and kill 
evervone? 
Sir, this kind of questioning would 
seem to indicate that you are of below 
average intelligence! One would hope 
that in future you would confine your 
oral outbursts to the facts at hand. Aren't you forgetting something, Mr 
Spack? 
No more than you have, Captain. 
I mean the prime directive, you know, 
no direct interference? 
I hadn't forgotten, Jim, I thought we 
could bend the rules a little, just 
this once. 
What's come over you, Spack; not the 
Vulcan 100 year itch, I hope. 
Not at all Captain, it's just that I 
accidentaally mind melded with a piece 
/ of cheese yesterday. 
Hmm, still, it's not a bad idea. I've 
been itching myself to waste a planet, 
and by the time the news gets back to 
Starfleet, they' 11 still be on 
holidays. Bridge to engineering. 
They'll ne'er take it, Captain. 
Mr Scott? 
Sorry cap' n, I thought you were going 
to ask for more power. like I was 
saying, nothin' ever -
Bridge to Sick Bay. Bones, meet Mr 
Scott in Sick Bay immediately. Ohura, 
send a message to Star� . . aw fuck it, 
send a message to Rudy, see what I 
care. Mr Chekov, take the helm. Mr Zulu 
and Mr Spack, to the transporter room. 
Mr Gurnby, there's trouble at mill. 
Local 2: Oh yeah? Well take this, Commie. 
LOCAL 2 BELTS SPOCK IN THE GUTS 
Spock: Oooof. 
Nixon: And I'd just like to say to all of you 
that there's plenty more where that 
carne from. General Pinochet, take them 
away. 
LATER IN A CELL UPTOWN. 
Kirk: Oh Mr Spack, do your stuff; Zulu and 
Spock: 
SFX: 
Kirk: 
Bones, hold your noses! 
Aye Captain, it will be here in 3 
seconds exactly. Two . . . One . .  
Proot! 
Good work Spack. You've knocked out the 
guards with the Vulcan Burn Hold, now to 
get out of here. 
SPOCK RAISES HIS LEFT EYEBROW. KIRK MAKES A FEW 
OF HIS STOCK HAND GESTURES ABOUT HIS FACE. 
Frankie: Perhaps I· could help. 
OUT OF THE RECESSES OF THE CELL BLOCK EMERGES A 
VIETNAMESE FRANK SINATRA LOOKALIKE 
Kirk: And who are you? � 
Spock: Evidently, from his dress and manner, 
he is a native of the Planet X. 
Frankie: 
Kirk: 
Correct, bro, more than 20 years ago I 
was imprisoned for suggesting that the 
defoliation of Planet X was wrong, I've 
been here ever since. 
THE BRIDGE IS NOW DESERTED SA'VE FOR MR. CHEKOV, 
Well, Mr Spack, it seems that your ini­
tial plan to destroy the United Space 
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Zulu: 
Kirk: 
Scotty: 
Kirk: 
Scotty: 
Kirk: 
Scotty: 
Kirk: 
Spock: 
Kirk: 
Frankie: 
Kirk: 
Spock: 
Kirk: 
Spock: 
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Agency was correct. Mr Zulu, bend over 
and let me have your hidden com­
municator. 
Ouch, hey take it easy Captain, you 
don't have to put your whole fist up 
there. 
Oh, erk, that's got it. Kirk to En­
terprise, Kirk to Enterprise. 
Scott here, go ahead Captain. 
Scotty, lock in on our co-ordinates and 
beam us up will you. 
Sorry Captain, I didn't quite get that, 
your transmission seems to be a bit 
shitty. 
Don't I know it! Now beam us up! 
No can do Captain, the Dilithium crys­
tals just aren't up to it. They'll 
ne'er take it. 
Spock? 
According to readings I took off the 
Tricorder there is a substance on this 
planet chemically identical to 
Dilithium crystals. It's known locally 
as Angel Dust. 
Hmm, and where do you suggest we obtain 
it? 
Perhaps I could help out, you could 
have my supply, it's the only thing 
that keeps me going. 
Excellent. By the way Spock, I haven't 
met any ·chicks yet; where's the beef? 
If by that antiquated sexist expression 
you mean to express your desire for 
female companionship, I'm afraid you're 
out of luck. 
You mean -
Ye.s Captain, this 
highest incidence 
Transmitted Diseases 
planet has the 
of Spacially 
in the Galaxy. 
�� tv'N"l« /:!I v,----- .. I • 
Kirk: 
Scotty: 
Spock: 
Oh really? Beam us up Scotty, warp fac­
tor 10. 
Sorry Captain, but we only have enough 
power to beam you up. That container of 
Angel Dust will have to stay behind. 
I'll stay behind, Jim. It would be the 
most logical solution. 
BREAKING IN OVER THE COMMUNICATOR 
Bones: 
Spock: 
SPOCK DOES 
Spock: 
The most logical thing to do, big ears, 
would be to inhale the lot into that 
big nose of yours and blow it out when 
you get back. 
Well, for once, doctor, you appear to 
be thinking logically. 
THE VULCAN NOSE SUCK 
Blow us away, Mr Snot. 
LATER, 
Kirk: 
BACK IN THE ENTERPRISE 
Spock: 
Kirk: 
Bones: 
Spock: 
Kirk: 
Spock: 
Well gentlemen, it seems we've had yet 
another successful mission. 
In what way Captain? 
First we didn't interfere directly with 
the evolution of the two planets, 
second, you and Bones made it through 
another episode without· tearing each 
other apart; third, Mr Scott is having 
psychotherapy; fourthly, you Mr Spock, 
finally got off your face; and last, we 
wiped out the United Space Agency. 
Yes, Jim, They're all nearly dead, 
every cell in the United Space Agency's 
body will be exploded from within. But 
I still don't know what to call it. 
How about AIDS, Captain? 
Explain, Spock? 
Well Captain, because logically they're 
"All In Deep Shitu. 
FADE OUT ON LAUGHTER. BRING UP THEME MUSIC. 
JOHNNY LA RUE. 
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New Testa1nent Review 
The story involves a Man Who Fell To 
Earth-type scenario told from four 
. angles, like a Kurosavva flick. 
SEQUEL TO 
SUCCESS 
This is the sequel to the Sword­
and-Sorcery epic THE OLD TES­
TAMENT which managed to stay 
briefly on the charts despite a con­
fusing structure, multiple-narration, 
the inclusion of a song book, in­
structions for eating pork and 
seafood, a batch of butcheries and 
a thin plot-line. 
The plot involved a main character 
who rarely appears, and the promise 
of another character appearing (he 
never does). Side-lines included a yarn 
about a liontamer who can read 
automatic writing, a freaky trip inside a 
whale (set back before Jules Verne's 
submarine fantasy), lots of sex scenes 
involving polygamous sheep-mag­
nates, and a kinky scene in a cave 
between an old man and his nubile 
daughters (straight after his wife is 
converted into chemicals for wanting to 
visit a gay bar). 
The first part of the book was a The book seems to owe something to 
catalogue of clonings, and action lag- the Latin American umagical realism" 
ged through a Beckett-type script in- tradition, with transformations, 
volving nutty prophets and a guy random violence, and off-the-air 
covered in sores explaining his good explanations for everyday things. 
luck to his friends. 
·� 
After the Explosion 
Entry 554 
Now I'm sure there's nothing left. Not 
even dust. It's so dade. So silent. Sure, 
other galaxies are out there. They're 
lights of hope to me in all this black. 
I'm certain now - we were blown 
clear. The whole island blasted into 
space - the earth is no more. We're 
enclosed in some sort of protective life 
sustaining cocoon ... Is it a miracle? 
Who really knows in the end? God? ... 
But it's strange - something is drawing 
us on. Our flight seems to have pur­
pose. 
My sister is very dear to me. We've 
become very close. 
It's awesome to think that this little is­
land is all that is left. We have the 
responsibility of carrying it all on. 
Entry 555 
We're not alone! Praise almighty God! 
I am unspeakably happy! The human 
race will grow and flourish. The radio . 
has just crackled into life - faint and 
static - "Hullo, we see you at sux­
suxty degrees above the constellation 
�30 
of Orion. Just look up aid you '11 see 
us. Do you read? Over." 
And there I saw, through � 
transparent canopy that surrounded 
our island spacecraft, the large land 
mass. 
"Yes," I replied, "Oh yes!... This is 
Tasmania ... You're looking good, New 
Zealand." 
DAVID ROBERTSON 
f.: ' :: 
'M>4flofP!t-ll1 ..... 
SPACE 
BASE 
CHASE 
CRAZY ANIMALS 
FROM SPACE 
If you think Part One of this saga 
w�s wier�, you won't be disap­
pomted w1th Part Two. There isn't 
so much action on the Middle-East 
Warfare front, and the story invol­
ves a ':'fan Who Fell To Earth-type 
scenano told from four angles, like 
a Kurosawa flick. The picture gets 
heavy when the main character 
takes the rap for a beerhall putsch 
aimed at Roman legions, and a 
stack of narrators are included who 
write letters to each other about 
the fate of the Man Who Fell To 
Earth (or is it the alien? - inter­
pretations vary between the osten­
sible narrators). 
Some accounts are entertaining, like 
the last letter, from a guy with the un­
likely name of Revelations. Crazy 
animals enter the scene from outer 
space (a bit like the cast of Barrington 
J. Bayley's The Zap Gun, published by 
Methuen). The airwaves get addled 
with different Aliens using chemicals 
and germ-warfare to screw up the 
planet, while a bunch of followers of 
The Man Who Fell To Earth get to call 
the shots in a sort of theocratic com­
mune at the end of the Galaxy. It all 
sounds like Moshe Dayan on acid. 
Earlier sections of the novel seem 
parodic of nineteenth-century 
textbooks of Eugenics (e.g. strictures 
on dress and food-handling, by a writer 
who is only discribed as "Paul"). A lot 
of the letters concern food-handling 
and running underground cells for a 
hippy revolutionary movement. 
There isn't much sex in this 
volume, which is a bit of a let­
down after the first instalment, al­
though there's a stack of referen­
ces to Romans and a dancing girl 
called Salome. The action's a drag, 
like Proust, but without the frank­
ness. We're left wonderingabout 
The Man Who Fell To Earth and 
his pal, the good-time girl Mary 
Magdalene. And how come every 
woman he meets is called Mary? 
They have a reunion when the 
hero gets zapped, outside his 
tomb, in a sort of necro-fantasy 
about his capacity to keep on com­
ing. 
The book seems to owe something to 
the Latin American "magical realism" 
tradition, with transformations, random 
violence, and off-the-air explanations 
for everyday things (the Man's mother 
tells her guy that she has been visited 
by an lntergaltical Traveller, who left 
her pregnant. Uh-huh). 
The sicko aspects of Part One are 
played down - no more crazy 
shepherd kings dancing in their Uflder­
pants and keeping a shed-full of 
women on tap for their amusement; no 
more macho freaks chasing each other 
round deserts, and hardly any mastur­
bators and mayhem. There's adultery 
and occasional wild parties (where 
everyone gets high on fish), but you 
won't get the thrills and spills that gave 
its precursor bestseller status. 
SEMIOTICS TO 
BARBARA 
CARTLAND 
The mild-mannered hero, a Luke 
Skywalker lookalike, turns out to 
be a failed revolutionary with a 
thing about ladies called Mary. It's 
hard to see this making it as film­
material. The authors insist that it's 
about language ("The word" keeps 
on coming back as a mantra for 
what they're on about), so maybe 
you can dig it if you 're into foreign 
literary criticism and arty games. 
Otherwise, stick to Tolkien, where 
the action carries on to the end -
or read Jack Vance's Servants of 
the Wankh, tor a more plausible 
explanation of space-travel. 
The problem of authorship is annoying: 
it seems to be in the style of Barbara 
Cartland in places, and then 
switches to Wind In the Willows narra­
tion, only to whip straight into a parody 
of Faulkner's southern preachers. The 
novel claims to have several authors; 
but then, Conrad could do that too, 
and Michael Moorcock has multiple­
narration sussed-out. 
Maybe the novel's a hoax, and I've al­
ready spent.too long trying to be fair to 
it. To be on the safe side, I'll chance 
the observation that it's the Ern Malley 
of the Sword-and-Sorcery genre. It 
wouldn't surprise me if it was written 
by Asimov, to discredit the opposition. 
I.C.QAALUDES 
ONSUMER.WATCHTOAD 
Childhood 
Disciplines 
T here you are, a vvarm, caring parent of the SO's 
vvlth a snotty-nosed brat to deal vvith. What do you 
do? Hovv do you control the excesses of childhood 
behaviour? 
Consumer WatchToad is, as ever, on hand to help 
you. Our team of experts has been selflessly 
torturing small children in an effort to ascertain just 
vvhat kind of discipline achieves the best results, 
for parent and victim. 
WHICH DISCIPLINE? 
Our initial research revealed a wide range of 
popular techniques for childhood discipline. 
Consumer WatchToad has culled many of them 
to what, we hope,- is a representative sample. 
Disciplines covered range from the mentally cruel like 
Public Humiliation and Meaningful Talks through to 
the physically based practices, for example, Fed to a 
Dingo and Amputation. 
APPR OACH 
Too many parents approach discipline in a 
haphazard manner. Choice of discipline is often 
dictated by whatever comes to hand. The Belt 
and The Sugar Bag are prime examples of dis­
ciplines employed when the appropriate 
paraphenalia presents itself. 
Parents rarely consider the long term effects of such 
treatments. For example, our research reveals a 
strong connection between early childhood discipli­
nary experiences and adult voting patterns. If you 
want your child to grow up voting D.L.P., by all means 
THE BEL T 
AKA: The Weal Thing 
AVAILABILTY: Omnipresent 
RECIPIENT REACTION: Screams and local swelling, 
rolling into foetal ball. 
MEDICAULEGAL IMPLICATIONS: "This is gonna hurt me, 
more than it will you", "S/he fell down the stairs, 
honest" 
PAIN RATING: Significant 
POLITICAURELIGIOUS AFFILIATION: D.L.P., Roman 
Catholic 
EXPONENTS: The Queensland Education Department. 
OUTCOME: Corporate accountants, fast food outlet 
managers, Parliamentary Whips. 
COMMENTS: At the third stroke it will be ..... 
AM PUTATION 
AKA: The Will of Allah . 
AVAILABILTY: To all who transgress 
RECIPIENT REACTION: Lack of balance, ampudexterity 
MEDICAULEGAL IMPLICATIONS: Circumcision, one 
sided arguments 
PAIN RATING: Phantom limb pain. 
POLITICAURELIGIOUS AFFILIATION: Ku Klux Klan, Islam 
EXPONENTS: Leatherface, Beryl Wruck 
OUTCOME: Jack Newton, Vincent Van Gogh, Ronald 
Reagan (brain), John the Baptist. 
COMMENTS: !=rankly we're stumped. 
PUBLIC HUMILIATION 
AKA: There's never been a greater need. 
AVAILABILTY: Wherever 3 or more are gathered. 
RECIPIENT REACTION: Awww Dad .... 
MEDICAULEGAL IMPLICATIONS: Stunted sexual 
development 
PAIN RATING: I see red. 
POLITICAURELIGIOUS AFFILIATION: National, Baptist 
EXPONENTS: Stage mothers,. Don Lane 
OUTCOME: John Howard, Llberace, Johnny Young 
COMMENT: Nohnother singing telegram! 
use The Belt. Equally, Public Humiliation will lead to 
the development of a personality not unlike John 
Howard. It is alleged that Howard was forced to wear 
his school uniform on the weekend, and look where 
it's got him! 
The Toad Team Research also revealed another im­
portant fact. No discipline will actually work unless 
applied consistantly. And don't mix your disciplines. 
Not much bloody use Feeding the sprog to a Dingo 
one week, then trying The Guilt Trip the next. Junior 
probably won't take a lot of notice, actually. They're 
not stupid, you know. 
CONCL USIONS 
So the important points to remember are to care­
fully choose a single discipline, mindful of the 
long and short term results, then apply it consis­
tently. 
This is the big one. Your chance to make a human 
being, Frankenstein's methods aside. One little slip in 
disciplinary choice and you could end up with Charles 
Manson II wanting more meat at Christmas Dinner. 
Good luck. 
THE "SUGAR BAG" 
AKA: It's a natural. 
AVAILABILTY: North Queensland Coastal Towns. 
RECIPIENT REACTION: Raw Horror 
MEDICAULEGAL IMPLICATIONS: Your teeth fall out 
PAIN RATING: Bittersweet 
POLITICAURELIGIOUS AFFILIATION: National, 
Fundamentalist 
EXPONENTS: Bag men for the Family 
OUTCOME: Bag ladies, Mike Walsh, Ray Martin 
COMMENT: Save it for the puppies 
M EANINGFUL TAL K S  
AKA: Client-oriented parenting 
AVAILABILTY: Middle class, West Coast, North Shore 
RECIPIENT REACTION: "No, no, please beat me " 
MEDICAULEGAL IMPLICATIONS: Autism 
PAIN RATING: Agonising 
POLITICAURELIGIOUS AFFILIATION: Australian 
Democrats, Quakers 
EXPONENTS: Carol and Mike Brady 
OUTCOME: Greg, Marsha, Jan, Peter, Cindy and Bobby 
Brady 
COMMENTS: Let's workshop the idea 
EXORCISM 
AKA: Repossession 
AVAILABILTY: Take a look around and around 
RECIPIENT REACTION: "I feel a lot better, you can stop 
now" 
MEDICAULEGAL IMPLICATIONS: Green projectile 
vomiting, rotating heads 
PAIN RATING: Devilish 
POLITICAURELIGIOUS AFFILIATION: Seccessionists, 
Fundamental Christianity 
EXPONENTS: Ayatollah Khomeni, Billy Graham, Pol Pot, 
Gregory Peck 
OUTCOME: National Enquirer 
COMMENT: The devil made me do It 
FED TO A DINGO 
AKA: Lucky dog 
AVAilABILTY: Near Uluru 
RECIPIENT REACTION: Goes to pieces 
MEDICAULEGAL IMPLICATIONS: Interminable court 
cases 
PAIN RATING: Gnawing 
POLITICAURELIGIOUS AFFILIATION: Seventh Day 
Adventist 
EXPONENTS: Men in black 
OUTCOME: Leader of the Pack 
COMMENT: Top breeders recommend .... 
SPANKING 
AKA: Rearing 
AVAILABILTY: Bottom of the pile 
RECIPIENT REACTION: Rosy cheeks 
MEDICAULEGAL IMPLICATIONS: Piles 
PAIN RATING: Turn the other cheek, bound to please 
POLITICAURELIGIOUS AFFILIATION: Sisters of Perpetual 
Indulgence 
EXPONENTS: English Upper Class, Marquis de Sade, 
Bing Crosby. 
OUTCOME: Percy Grainger 
COMMENTS: Hit me with your rythym stick 
CHILD ABUSE 
AKA: Beat on the brat 
AVAILABILTY: According to morbid imagination 
RECIPIENT REACTION: Twist and shout 
MEDICAULEGAL IMPLICATIONS: Brain damage 
PAIN RATING: Total 
POLITICAURELIGIOUS AFFILIATION: National Party, 
Alcoholics Anonymous 
EXPONENTS: Joan Crawford 
OUTCOME: Sybil, Frank Sinatra 
COMMENT: Joh loves Queensland like a father 
EXILE 
AKA: Boarding School, Summer Camp 
AVAILABILTY: Seasonal, term payment 
RECIPIENT REACTION: Separation anxiety 
MEDICAULEGAL IMPLICATIONS: Head lice, food 
poisoning 
PAIN RATING: It's a bastardisation 
POLITICAURELIGIOUS AFFILIATION: Lions, Rotary 
EXPONENTS: National Times on Sunday readers 
OUTCOME: Poetry, B.A.Santamaria, Simon Townsend 
COMMENT: Cut off without a sentiment 
BEHAVIOUR 
M ODIFICATION 
AKA: The cattle prod 
AVAILABILTY: According to demand 
RECIPIENT REACTION: Psycho I, II, Ill, IV 
MEDICAULEGAL IMPLICATIONS: Reliable salivation 
PAIN RATING: Proportional to voltage 
POLITICAURELIGIOUS AFFILIATION: K.G.B., National 
Front 
EXPONENTS: H.R. Nicholls Society 
OUTCOME: Pavlovas, it's a dog's life 
COMMENT: There's aversion that'll really give you a 
buzz. 
THE GUIL T T RIP 
AKA: Forgive me, father, for I have sinned 
AVAILABILITY: All you can carry 
RECIPIENT REACTION: I'll never do it again · 
MEDICArlLEGAL IMPLICATIONS: Full confession 
PAIN RATING: Punish me 
POLITICAURELIGIOUS AFFILIATION: Socialist Left, Jews 
EXPONENTS: Universally practiced 
OUTCOME: Self abuse 
COMMENT: Get off my back 
SEN T TO BED WI TH NO 
SUPPER 
AKA: Pritikinism 
AVAILABILTY: According to moral/high fibre 
RECIPIENT REACTION: (07) 368 1888 
MEDICAULEGAL IMPLICATIONS: Rickets, Anorexia 
PAIN RATING: Gnawing 
POLITICAURELIGIOUS AFFILIATION: Liberal Party Waste 
Watchers Committee 
EXPONENTS: Gloria Marshall, Weight-watchers 
OUTCOME: Karen Carpenter, Bobby Sands, Oliver Twist, 
Chang I 
COMMENTS: Hold the anchovies 
., 
The ail 
They reveal that Elvis's alleged 
death at . Gracelands · was 
fabricated by the CIA who were 
concerned at his growing influence 
(read; unfavourable influence) over 
Amencan youth and the cherished 
A�erican ideals of self-discipline, 
philanthropy and humanism. 
Several concerts were subse­
quently allowed to continue utilis­
ing some of the EIA (Elvis 'imper­
sonators Associ.ation) top agents, to preve�t Amencan entrepreneurs · 
from losmg money which would 
have contradicted the ideals and 
qualities that the CIA represents. 
LOOSE TONGUES 
Elvis, when he was in the army 
accidentally found out too much 
about the ultra top-secret Philadel­
phia Experiment, apparently due to· 
his charisma loosening tongues. 
The Pentagon, worried ·about the 
threat posed by the eight-foot Mar­
tian women, betrayed Elvis by 
handing him over in a masterpiece 
�f diRiomacy, simultaneously get­
tmg nd of a dangerous risk and 
.making t�e fine diplomatic gift of 
the world s most attractive man. 
At approximately 2PM on July 18, 
1976, a Martian space-craft landed 
at Gracelands and Elvis was whis­
ked aboard at gun point. In spite of 
security, and Elvis's black belt, El­
vis was kidnapped in less than 3 
minutes. This has led some 
analysts to believe that the CIA 
turned a blind eye to the kidnap­
ping, and in fact have helped or­
ganise it. A known CIA agent, who 
sent us the attached photo, died of 
a completely unrelated car acci­
dent the next day. 
gospel-synth tape. Then, at 
2.21 pm, a mysterious explosion 
occurred in the Gracelands 
museum, where Elvis had kept the 
world's largest private collection of 
TV sets. The eight-foot Martian 
women took Elvis back to Mars for 
extensive interrogation and medi-
cal tests. · 
The CIA hoped that the eight-foot 
Martian women would be fooled 
into thinking that Elvis was typical 
of American men, and thus would 
cancel their invasion plans. If they 
believed that all Americans were 
as courageous, resourceful and at­
tractive as Elvis, they would cancel 
the scheduled atomic bomb drops 
on Earth. 
A month later, after the last concert 
contractual . obligations were 
fulfilled by the EIA, Elvis's "death" 
was announced to a stunned 
world. Now, a group of former 
PRESLEY TO NIX A-BOMBS 
At approximately 2.15pm EMI 
released the first Elvis post­
humous compilation album. 
Minutes later at 2.18pm the 
Church of Scientology announced 
that L. Ron Hubbard and his or-· 
chestra were going into Phil Spec­
tor's Memphis studio to record a 
· green berets are preparing a res­
cu� mission. However, growing 
ev1dence suggests that Elvis is 
back on earth, and the C.T.T. ap­
peals to the public to report any 
sightings. All information is con­
fidential, and the results will be fed 
into our powerful VIC 20 computer. 
DAVETYRER 
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Eight-foot Martian women lead the world's most attractive American man to the 
Re-education and Re-habilitation Centre for Martian men. 
• 
• 
Planet to Die 
Scientists predict all life will cease in 
four days. Plant life dead by Thursday. 
Animal life to follow by weekend. In­
secticides, defoliation, carbon 
monoxide, hair gels to blame. Page 3 
"sexy sixties" conference. Raquel � 
Welch and Barbra Streisand are also � 
expected. Grace Kelly was invited, but � 
she's dead. Page 6 �· 
Hinckley Released 
John Hinckley has been released from 
prison after 18 years. No one can 
remember why he was put there. 
Page5 
Herpes Worry Eliminated 
Health Authorities announced today 
that the entire world population has 
contracted herpes. So everyone can 
just stop worrying about trying to 
avoid it. Page 5 
Peace in Middle East 
In a display of trust and cooperation, 
the United States and the U.S.S.R. 
have joined together to find a lasting 
peace in the Middle East. It will be 
achieved by a dramatic enlarging of 
the Suez Canal. . 
The new canal will stretch from Al­
geria to India and will join the 
Mediterranean and Indian Oceans. The 
two superpowers have also taken the 
opportunity to reduce their nuclear ar­
senals by using atomic weapons to 
construct the canal. 
Elizabeth Taylor Not Dead An agreement has been reached on the 
Elizabeth Taylor, Linda Evans, and share of oil that will be left under the 
Joan Collins are all attending the rubble. Report Page 4 
w 
:::.::: 
My wife caught me one day teaching Janqwe how to 
headbutt. I explained it was important that she knew 
how to look after herself in this violent world. Didn't 
work. "She's a girl, stupid!" was the curious 
observation. I then tried the old equality line and I 
was promptly headbutted. 
Parenting 
and Paranoia 
Discipline was a point we differed on greatly. I was 
definitely a "spare the rod, spoil the child" disciple. 
My wife belonged to the meaningful dialogue school. 
I can remember when my mother tricked us with the 
ol' non-violent "Go and stand in the corner". You 
suddenly realised that it wasn't the best place to 
manouvre in when mum let loose with one of her 
shoes. 
Janqwe was returned to us wrapped in a hospital pink 
rug. The conditioning has begun, I thought. She was 
asleep and I awaited some great surge of love to 
overcome me. It didn't. Was this unnatural? Would I 
like my daughter? Would she like me? 
t was a bleak, rainy day in early 
May and surprisingly cold for 
Brisbane. The old hospital had 
acquired a new smell of mustiness 
to complement the ever present 
antiseptic odours. The venetian 
blinds were closed and the room was lit by a 
single bed�ideJamp. �:Y wife's lab,our h�d __ . 
already lasfed twelve Hours a:nd there were 
no signs of arrival, either of the baby or the 
doctor. So much for natural births I thought 
secretly to myself. I had often wondered 
what an unnatural birth would be like but 
dared not raise the subject in these "aware" 
times. 
I had dozed off periodically during the early morning 
sentinel and dreamed of my own birth so vividly that 
upon awakening I half expected to see my mother 
smiling at me. I thought about my childhood and 
wondered why we remember so little of those hectic, 
happy days. The contractions were coming more 
quickly now and the nurse decided it was time to 
alert the doctor. I wondered what it would be like 
being a parent. I thought once agajn about my own 
childhood and considered my parents' attitude to 
discipline and right and wrong. I visualised my 
mother's peculiar habit of throwing her shoes at us to 
elicit suitable responses. After seven children she was 
quite a shot. 
Dad was equally talented but in a different sense. He 
could swear in four languages and was most 
impressive when he wished unnatural acts and the 
wrath of several gods down on our heads when we 
erred. Nonetheless the images remaining were those 
of happiness and adventure, (especially when 
dodging shoe shaped projectiles): How would we 
treat our child in these modern times with all the 
associated pressures of experts telling you what's best 
·for John and Jane? 
"My God" I thought, the trauma in selecting a name 
·was almost unbearable. The only thing we could 
agree on was that if it were a girl we wouldn't call 
her Azaria. My wife punched me, "Wake up", she 
said, "it's time." Still no sign of the doctor. I can 
remember thinking quite clearly that if I made a run 
for it they wouldn't dare try to stop me. It was one of 
those classic childhood situations - whatever you did 
something unpleasant would eventually happen. It 
usually involved pain. 
I can remember after dodging three patent leather 
shoes and a swinging arm better suited to the Rugby 
League field my mother would say to me "Come here 
or I'll knock your block off." It wasn't that I didn't 
trust my mother but I always felt that it was a bad 
option to take the punishment straight away. Better to 
hold out for a ruling from a higher court or hope one 
of my brothers or sisters would distract her so you 
could make a clean getaway. 
The nurse was busily preparing tables and trays. I 
couldn't wait for the part where the doctor says "I'll 
need some hot water and towels." The rain was 
beating a steady rhythm on the roof and helped to 
isolate us from the rest of the world. It was like being 
in your favourite tree, free from tormenting family 
and dreaming about having so much money you 
could buy potato chips whenever you wanted. "The 
doctor will be here soon," whispered the nurse. 
R�lie�ed but wanting some potato chips I asked my 
wife If she wanted any food. If looks could kill - and 
birth was supposed to be such a happy occasion. 
When the doctor arrived the operation moved quietly 
i�to.top.-gear. Br�athing, pushing, needles, scalpels, 
screaming and blood. No wonder women had a thing 
about discrimination. Suddenly there was one more 
person in the room, smiles all round and the doctor 
had placed these huge bloody scissors in my hand to 
cut the umbilical cord. Cameras fta bed as I 
completed the deed and I thought how did this hippy 
get through medical school. My wife's first words 
were very comforting: "Isn't she beautiful-looks 
nothing like her father." I pondered as to whether I 
One day when I was about 9 years old I suddenly 
realised my parents didn't like me. It was quite a 
shock! Nothing in "Father Knows Best" can prepare 
you for this. Of course they tried to hide their feelings 
but it was the little things that confirmed my · 
suspicio�s. I was first alerted to it by the frequency 
with which I became lost on family outings. 
Wherever we travelled it transpired that sometime 
during the event Uound myself alone. Initially this 
peculiarity was laughed off and all showed animated 
signs of relief upon my discovery or rather my 
finding them. This quickly became indifference and 
then hostility. My brothers and sisters would alert my 
parents to my presence with statements like, "He's 
found us- again" or "Why don't you get lost for 
good". 
I became preoccupied with observing my family's 
every move. There were classic confrontations when 
One of my sisters would declare, "Mum, Peter is looking at me!" to which mum 
would invariably reply, "Peter, stop looking at your sister!" · 
should be hurt but my daughter cried and I smiled 
smugly to myself thinking she was on my side. 
Parenting had begun. 
The right to be outraged over educational standards, 
violence on T.V., lack of parks, and drugs. These 
issues were suddenly very important to me. I asked 
the nurse to remove the T.V. from the room. I 
explained to my wife that I had been noticing some 
disturbing trends in Mr Squiggle. It was to be the first 
of many philosophical arguments on the way our 
daughter's upbringing should proceed. 
We named her "Janqwe" pronounced "Jane". It was a 
family name and it had helped my sister enormously 
at school. None of her teachers ever forgot her. My 
·wife thought it would help her learn to do the difficult 
letters earlier than others. Competition is important to 
parents - their kids can succeed where they failed. 
one of my sisters would declare, "Mum, Peter is look­
ing at me!" to which mum would invariably reply, 
"Peter, stop looking at your sister!" My methods be­
came more devious. Hiding the car keys was a 
favourite. Once they spent three days looking for 
them. Dad said he couldn't remember taking them 
out to the shed and putting them in his toolbox. Mum 
assured him he must have. Eventually a sort of truce 
was tacitly agreed to. I figured they realised they 
were stuck with me. As a precaution whenever we 
travelled I loudly proclaimed who I was with to en­
sure no one was mistaken as to who I was with. I can 
remember the quizzical looks I received as I shook 
people's hands and said, "Hi. I'm Peter Barber and 
those are my parents over there-trying to escape." 
Janqwe started crying . .. 
MICHAEL· BARKEY 
GFZANDPA ARE 
YOU OLD AND WISE 
OR .TU7T A f?OF<.INC 
OLD FART 7 
J. WAI�H T 
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Dear 
t>--<l Dear CTT. , 
Just coz that Dundee ass-hole lived to 
tell that tale, doesn't mean his story's 
worth all that fuss. How about me? 
Beryl Wruck 
P.S. What's the difference between 
crocodiles and dingoes? 
Crocodiles prefer older women. 
t>--<l Dear CTT. , 
What happens when you cross a 
semiotician with a mafioso? 
He'll make you an offer you can't 
understand. 
Keep 'em coming, 
Chuck Foucault 
[:,�-::] Dear 'cTT. , 
Hey! That was great! You felt the earth 
move too? I just loved it. But now I'm 
back. 
The Chernobyl Reactor 
P.S. You westerners sure have funny 
looking children. 
[:;�--<] Dear CTT. , 
I was walking down the left-bank the 
other day; unfortunately my legs were 
on the right-bank! Boom! Boom! 
arrrrrr ...... merce, medames and 
monsieurs. 
Marcel Mincemeat 
Paris, anytime. 
t>--,:J Dear CTT, 
Good morning, ladies and gentlemen, 
this is you captain speaking. Please 
observe the seat belt warning signs, 
the no smoking lights, and the cessna 
lodged in our tail - shit! ....... 
Earthquake Airlines, 
Somew�ere over L.A. 
t>-<l Dear CTT, 
You know some people accuse us of 
taking bribes. Well, we've got 
$2,000,000 here that says we don't! 
The Olympic Selection Committee 
P.O. Box Unlisted, Switzerland. 
t>-<l Dear CTT, 
· That's one chip off our shoulders. 
The Democrats, 
or a lot of dead fish. 
t>�<l Dear CTT. . , 
For once they started from the other 
end of the alphabet. 
Mrs. A,B,C,D ...... etc. 
[>-·<] Dear CTT, 
Fuck a horse today. No, I love 
mounting a steed. Hmmmm. I never 
fed on grated cheese. Hey wait! 
There's never been a greater greed! 
Hey. I love it! 
Slogan Writers Incorporated. 
t>--:1 ·Dear CTT, 
or is it Sty/otto? 
oh! I've got it! 
The Editor 
The Eccentric Voice 
Dear Head Toad, 
What a mag! There we were, my mate 
Mandy and I, just been to see the local 
doc, thought we'd get the usual music 
biz mags, go down to the cafe 'Good 
Vibrations' (can you believe that?) 
have a cuppa and that sort of junk. My 
hands had, however, surruptitiously 
laid themselves on a copy (Death and 
Style lssue) of your mag. I'd 
remembered another mate, Tony 
Biggs, having mentioned it, so we 
purchased same copy. 
What a hoot! There we were, late 
�34 
afternoon at the Good Vibe, a few 
patrons quietly vibing when roars of 
hysteria began to em in ate from our 
corner of the cat. 
Out loud we read the questions to "Are 
You Dead" and equally loudly pissed 
ourselves at the entirety of "Lifestyles 
of the Kitch and Fatuous". 
What a mag! 
My rice pudding's cooked now so I'm 
off. 
Well done - looking toward to the next. 
· Yours in Toad, 
Helen Meyer 
Sydney 
P.S. Is it true that if you hang out with 
Toads long enough, you'll find a 
Prince? Or is that specific to frogs? 
t>---1 Dear CTT, 
It's just a race. 
Perth Yacht Club 
I' -
[:;�-:::] Dear CTT, 
At least my memory will live on with all 
those terribly witty T-SHIRTS featuring 
me about the place. 
Thanks a lot. 
Lionel Murphy 
[>-<] Dear CTT, 
I hear that the Cane Toad is in need of 
some high-powered upper-level 
management. Quite frankly, I'm in the 
market at the moment and wouldn't 
need much by the way of remuneration 
for a couple of years as I have a few 
quid stashed away. Let me know what 
you think, I've got experience. 
Patrick Veitch 
[:;�-<::] Dear CTT, 
I hear that the Cane Toad is in need of 
some high-powered upper-level 
management. Quite frankly, I'm in the 
market at the moment and wouldn't . 
need much by the way of remun�ration 
for a couple of years as I have a few 
quid stashed away. Let me know what 
you think, I've got experience. 
Allan Callaghan 
t>--<l Dear CTT, 
Gosh, it's really rough in prison. They 
make you go to bed early and half my 
accessories clash terribly with blue 
demin. 
. ..cough ... cough ... 
Judith Callaghan 
[>--:::] Dear CTT, 
Gosh, it's really rough in prison. They 
make you go to bed early and half my 
accessories clash terribly with blue 
demin. 
Bill Hurrey 
[:,.....::] Dear CTT, 
Who cares what those yellow-bellied 
gooks think? The¥ gave us the arse 
over Hong Kong, didn't they? 
Prince Phillip 
[>----:-�] Dear CTT, 
You think it's gonna be easy looking 
after that place? All the shopping! All 
the noise! 
1 X 109 Chinese 
B Dear Gort, 
Nikko mitsui tarrago. 
Godzilla 
• 
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[>--:::] Dear CTT, 
Heard about the mag. Sounds great! 
I'll keep an eye out for it on the stands. 
Jack Newton 
B Dear CTT, 
You're going to think I'm just the 
biggest klutz, but you'll never guess . 
what I've just done. 
Tony "Thick-as-a" Philbrick 
Dear CTT, 
I sell an awful lot of Science Fiction 
books and I have a family. 
Small world, huh? 
Isaac Asimov 
B.l Dear CTT, 
Hi, remember doing this? 
R. Spludge 
255 Coronation Drive 
Milton 
Brisbane 
Queensland 
Australia 
·Southern Hemisphere 
Earth 
Solar System 
Milky Way 
Universe 
B Dear CTT, 
I really appreciate the positive values 
your issue on the family has brought to 
public attention. 
Charles Manson 
TT, 
B Dear CTT, 
We still can't pronouce Lucerne ... 
Loosern ... Lausanne? But now, who 
cares?! 
4,000 Newsreaders 
B Dear CTT, 
I think it's really good that you are 
getting right behind the Royal Bardon 
Community Theatre for Youth's 
stunning production "Hound of Music". 
Well done, here's a pound. 
David Pyle 
Artistic Director 
Royal Bardon Community Theatre for 
Youth 
B Dear CTT, 
Hey! I'm just around the corner. 
Honest. Any day now, seriously ... wait 
for it... wait for it... 
The J Curve on the Redcliffe Train 
Link 
In a policy speech near you 
B Dear CTT, 
Hey! Where's our photo?! 
The Big Piece of Snot 
The Big Turd 
The Big Piece of Rotten Meat 
The Big Polyp 
B Dear CTT, 
We never really wanted to come here. 
Either our Space Ships broke down, or 
we were lost. Earth is a really nasty 
place. So you can forget the. giant 
lightbulbs. No more Mr. Nice Guy. Next 
time you're dead meat. 
A whole lot of Aliens 
Moving at light speed away from Earth 
B Dear CTT, 
I had a dream. The Groovy Guru 
spoke to me and said, "Take the 
money, Bobby." So I did. 
Patrick Duffy 
Dallas, Hollywood 
B Dear CTT, 
It's just a lot of bad press and bad 
reviews. I'm really Bill Cosby. 
Darth Vader 
Out of the Closet 
l8 Dear CTT, 
You've seen the worms, try taking the 
tablets. 
Frank Herbert 
Dune 
B Dear CTT, 
All that ZAP! POW! BIFF! SOCK! What 
kind of life is that for a kid. 
Robin 
Ward 10 
Mt Sinai Hospital 
Bl Dear CTT, 
We are not now, and never have been, 
cronies. 
So there 
Ted lyons 
Rod Procter 
Russ Hinze 
Alan Bond 
Rupert Murdoch 
Johannes Petersen 
Keith Williams 
Bob Sparkes 
"Happy" Iwasaki 
By the telex machine 
Separate dormatories 
Chance Windfall Holiday Island 
Once there was a beautiful 
android called Zarella. She 
lived with two tarquan ·mutants 
who were ugly and cruel. They 
made her do all the chores, 
scrubbing ·and cleaning and 
tending the rhinox. At night she 
huddled beneath the quark vents 
for warmth. 
ged space chariot appeared in its stead. 1 
Crypto-mice scurrying behind the 
quark vents were changed into a con­
voy of bearer-craft, and with a 
Uthesian panther-pilot at the helm, 
Zarella was ready to depart. 
One day, the Venusian viceroy's 
son announced he was holding a 
rage-ball. The tarquans were in­
vited, and they dressed up in 
fine flitter feathers and shimmer 
robes. But Zarella could not go. 
After they left, Zarella became ove­
rcome with sadness. Suddenly, an 
Arcturian time traveller appeared. 
"Fear not, poor android," he lisped 
through scabrous lips, "You too shall 
go to the ball." 
He brandished his Eritrian disc­
transmuter, and Zarella's rags were 
transformed into a resplendant 
sieberkrome gown. Syn-rock jewels 
adorned her hair, and on her feet lay 
lustrous . sarcofogeal slippers. The 
Arcturian nodded his transmuter 
towards a skunk- mallow mouldering 
on the bench and lo! a 6X hyper-char-
"A word of warning, dear Zarella," the 
Arcturian hissed. "Return by zone 
time 12, or the molecular extrusion 
will reverse." 
Zarella was the envy of the ball. Flac­
cid mutants eyed her lustrous flesh and 
cherub face. The viceroy's son raged 
with her all evening long, eyes covet­
ing and mouth drooling. 
Suddenly, the chimes pealed, and 
Zarella knew she must flee. Even 
before she reached the Tarquan quad, 
her shoulders were again clad only in 
rags. But, in her haste, Zarella had 
abandoned a slipper! 
The rest, of course, is history. The 
viceroy's son, obsessed by Zarella's 
beauty, searches the kingdom for the 
owner of the slipper. Appearing at last 
at the Tarquan door, he plants the slip­
per on Zarella's slim limb, and, 
swooning, bears her away to hi 
palace. There he prepares a hearty fire, 
bathes Zarella in hot spices, and roasts 
her. After eating her thighs he falls 
down dead. For you see, the Arcturian 
time traveller was really a Drughian 
MALCOLM ENRIGHT 
"Inseparables 1 97 4-1 986" 
Readymade Extensions 
Theme and sequence developed initially 
from a found object, Number One. 
Material selected from available sources, 
mostly owned by the artist. 
Hen Dies 
Opening 5.30 to Bpm Fr1day 28 November 1 986 
29 November - 17 December 1 986 
Closing 5.30pm Wednesday 17 December 1986 
Michael MilburnGaJieries 
1st Fl. 336-338 George Street Brisbane Qld 4000 Tel (07) 221 5199 
Gallery Hours: Monday-Friday 10am-5.30pm Saturday 1-5.30pm 
agent in disguise, and he had impreg- Barbaric tribes of Venusian descent 
nated Zarella with hyper-toxic ar- still relate the Zarella saga, though 
senoc. The assassination triggered the . nowadays many versions of the story 
Great Drugh-Venusian War, which are heavily embellished - some even 
raged for 600 Tang years, ending in have happy endings. 
the collapse ·?f bo� empires and the TIM LOW second Venusian D1aspora. 
MAR� BAR�, THE MOON, 
AND DOLE BLUDGER� 
One day, as you are walking to 
the shop to buy a Mars Bar, you 
suddenly find yourself on the 
moon! It just happens. No ex­
planation. Sure, I could give 
you an explanation. I could say 
that your molecules became ex­
cited and dis-engaged themsel­
ves and re-assembled on the 
moon. There, I've said it. 
But why that should happen is 
anybody's guess. You were just plain 
lucky. Or unlucky. It would depend on 
whether you happened to be wearing a 
space-suit at the time or not. Because 
if you weren't wearing a space-suit, 
then you would just explode. And 
there wouldn't even be a bang, be� 
cause there's no air on the moon. So 
you would just very quietly become 
tiny pieces. 
Actually, maybe the pieces would be 
quite big. I don't know. But I think it 
would be safe to assume that even the 
best plastic surgeon in the world' 
would be hard-pressed to make you 
· look even remotely human. Maybe, 
using the most sophisticated techni­
ques available, just maybe, a plastic 
surgeon could re-assemble you into 
something at least recognisable. Like a 
slug. But you would lose that sweet 
smile, that smooth complexion, that 
lithe figure that made you such a hit at 
school socials. Sure, you could slither 
your way around the dance-floor. And 
you might even get a few compliments 
from your friends about how good you 
look tonight. But they wouldn't mean 
it. They would just be being nice. 
Okay, you weren't wearing a space­
suit. You were just going to the shop 
to buy a Mars Bar and now you're a 
slug. There's a moral here. And it's to 
do with being overweight. FAT. You 
were FAT and OVERWEIGHT and 
still you were on the way to the shop 
to buy a Mars Bar. A MARS BAR! 
Not a Diet-Coke. Or even Skinny­
�· No, you weren't even trying to 
be thin. You deserved what happened 
to you. You deserved ending up on the 
moon and silently exploding and being 
stuck back together like a slug. You 
deserved all that. It was coming to 
you. And I have no sympathy. 
I know I should, but I just don't. I'm 
sorry. That's the sort of person I am. 
And do you know why I'm that sort of 
person? Because I used to be FAT and 
DISGUSTING too, and I used to eat 
Mars Bars. But through sheer will­
power I gave them up. And now I'm 
thin. Incredibly thin. So now I loathe 
FAT people. And frankly, being a slug 
is too good for most of them. They 
should just be dead. I also believe that 
so-called unemployed people 
shouldn't get government handouts. 
But that's another story. I'll give you 
an idea of the line I take though; I 
used to be unemployed ... 
JOHN WRIGHT 
�.35 
; 
·..!·:�··· 
.• 
�-­
' 
'Y\fh�' again,? . 
sC> igno·raQt;? ' 
less · · fl\fe 
- ] 
... -·"'·- -
· 
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'BARGAINS! 
:;;..:: 
Fashion plus!! Style city!! Extra 
panache!! Yes, you,re rigtJt again! 
How could I ever go out to raging nite 
: spots, band launchings) or the latest :gallery showing again '\1\{i�hout one of 
Wyour exciting originai!J. T-shaped body 
;phir:ts. I must have ... ·been .deranged! \;:No� I :want to boy, buy1 buy!!! 
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